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ny 182 875580 8 cold climates . 5 the Sun ap- 
5 1 393 
3 Unwillingly, and hides his facein tears, 
75 388579 5 A diſmal. vale lies in a defart iſle, 
On which indulgent Heav'n did never ſmile. 
There a thick grove of aged cypreſs trees . $ 
Which none without'an awful horror ſees, 
Into its wither'd arms, depriv'd of leaves, 
hole flocks of ill- preſaging birds receives. 
WP oiſons are all the plants that ſoil will bear, | 
And winter is the only ſeaſon there 10 
Nillions of graves o erſpread the ſpacious field, | 
And ſprings of blood a thouſand rivers yield; 
SV hoſe ſtreams, oppreſs'd with carcaſſes and bones, 
; Inſtead of gentle murmurs, pour forth groans. 
= Within this vale a famous Temple: ſtands, 15 
Dla as the World itſelf, which] it commands: . 
Vor. I. A an | 


At THE TEMPLE 


Round is its figure; and four iron gates 
Divide mankind, by order of the Fates. 
| Thither in crouds come to one common grave, 
The young, the old, the Monarch, and the Slave. 20 
Old age and pains, thoſe evils man deplores, | 
Are rigid keepers of th* eternal doors; 
All clad in mournfull blacks, which ſadly load 
The ſacred walls of this obſcure abode : = 
And tapers, ofa pitchy ſubſtance made, 2:8 
With clouds of fmoke increaſe the diſmal ſhade. Þ 
A Monſter void of reaſon and of fight, 
The Goddeſs is, who ſways this realm of night: 
Her pow'r extends o'er all things that have breath, 
A cruel Tyrant, and her name is Darn. 
The faireſt object of our wondring eyes, 
Was n ewly offer'd up her ſacrifice; | 
Th'adjoyning places where the altar ſtood, 
Yet bluſhing with the fair Almeria's blood. 
When griev'd Orontes, whoſe unhappy flame 
Is known to all who e'er converſe with Fame, 
His mind poſſeſs d by fury and deſpair, 
Within the ſacred Temple made this prayer. 
Great Deity ! who in thy hands do'ſt bear 
That iron ſcepter which poor mortals fear; 
Who wanting eyes thy ſelf, reſpecteſt none, 
And neither ſpar'ſt the Laurel, nor the Crown! 
O thou, whom all mankind in vain withſtand, 
Each of whoſe blood muſt one day ſtain thy band ! 
O thon, who, ev'ry eye that ſees thelight, 
Cloſeſt for ever in the ſhades of night! 
Goddeſs attend, and hearken to my grief, 
To which thy - and alone can give relief. 
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0F DEATH. 
bas, Lask not to defer my fate, 75 = 
Mut wich my hapleſs life a ſhorter date, 50 
Jad that the earth would in its bowels hide | 
A wretch , whom Heav'n invades on ev'ry fide : 
WT bat from the fight of day I could remove, 
nd might have nothing left me but my love. 
7 Thouonly comforter of minds oppreſs'd; 55 
he port where weary'd ſpirits are at reſt; 
23 Conductor to Elyſium , take my life; 
iy breaſt I offer to thy ſacred knife: 8 
q o juſt a grace refuſe not, nor deſpiſe 
4 willing, tho' a worthleſs ſacrifice. 60 
>| : Pthers, (their frail and mortal ſtate forgot,) 

1 efore thy altars are not to be brought 
I FVithout conſtraint; the noiſe of dying rage, 
Heaps of the ſlain of ev'ry ſex and age, 
The blade all reeking in the gore it ſhed, _ 65 
J With ſever'd heads and arms confus'dly ſpread ; 
WT he rapid flames of a perpetual fire, 
he groans of wretches ready to expire : 
his tragick ſcene in terror makes them live, 
ill that is forc'd, which they ſhould freely give; 
ielding unwillingly what Heav'n will have, 71 
heir fears eclipſe the glory oftheir grave: 
efore thy face they make indecent moan , 

Ind feel a hundred deaths in fearing one; 

hy flame becomes unhallow'd in their breaſt — md 
Ind he a murderer who was a Prieſt. 1 
Mut againſt me thy ſtrongeſt forces call, 
Indon my head let all the tempeſt fall; 
Jo mean retreat ſhall any weakneſs ſhow, | 
ut * Pl r fatal blow: =. 
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4 THE TEMPLE 
My limbs not trembling , in my mind no fear, 
Plaints in my mouth, nor in my eyes a tear. 
Think not that time, our wonted ſure relief, 
That univerſal cure for ev'ry grief, . 
Whoſe aid ſo many Lovers oft have found 

With like ſucceſs can ever heal my wound: 
Too weak the pow'r of Nature, or of Art 
Nothing but death can eaſe a broken heart. 
And that thou may'ſt behold my helpleſs ſtate ,' 

Learn the extremeſt rigour of my fate. 

Amiadſt th'innumerable beauteous train, 

Paris, the Queen of Cities, does contain, 

(The faireſt town, the largeſt, and the beſt) 

The fair Almeria ſhin'd above the reſt. 

From her bright eyes to feel a hopeleſs flame 

Was of our youth the moſt ambitious aim; 

Her chains were marks of honour to the brave, 

She made a Prince whene'er ſhe made a Slave. 

Love, under whoſe tyrannick pow'r I groan, 1 

She wd' me this Beauty ere t was fully blown; 100 

Her tim'rous charms, and her unpractis'd look, 

Their firſt aſſurance from my conqueſt took; 

By wounding me ſhelearn'd the fatal art, 

And the firſt figh ſhe had was from my heart: 9 

My eyes with tears moiſt'ning her ſnowy arms, 100 # 

Render'd the tribute owing to her charms, "= 

But, as I ſooneſt of all mortals paid 

My vows, and to her beauty altars made ; 

So, among all thoſe ſlaves that ſigh'd in n. 

She thought me only worthy of my chain. 

Love's heavy burden my ſubmiſſive heart 

Endur d not long, before ſhe bore her part; 


| OF DEATH. 
a iy violent fame melted her frozen breaſt, 
nd in ſoft ſighs her pity ſhe expreſs'd ; 
er gentle voice allay d my raging pains, 115 
\ nd her fair hands ſuſtain'd me in my chains: | 
v'n tears of pity waited on my moan, 

And tender looks were caſt on me alone. 

{y hopes and dangers were leſs mine than hers, 
hoſe fill'd her ſoul with joys, and theſe with fears: 
Pur hearts united had the ſame defires, 121 
99 3 And both alike burn'd with impatient fires. 


Too faithfull memory ! Igive thee leave 
BET hy wretched maſter kindly to deceive; 
oh, make me not poſſeſſor ofher charms, 125 

a # Let me not find her languiſh in my arms; 

Paſt joys are now my fancy's mournfull themes; 
7 ; 1 Make all my happy nights appear but dreams: 
. Wet not ſuch bliſs before my eyes be brought ; 
O hide thoſe ſcenes from my tormenting thought; 
Aud in their place diſdain full beauty ſhow; 131 
(i If thou would'ſt not be cruel, make her ſo: 

And, ſomething to abate my deep deſpair, 
1 O let her ſeem leſs gentle, or leſs fair. 

1 But I in vain flatter my wounded mind, 135 
Never was Nymph ſo lovely; or ſo kind: : 
o coold repulſes my deſires ſuppreſs'd , 
ſeldom figh'd but on Almeria's breaſt : 
Mofall the paſſions which mankind deftroy, _ 

only felt exceſs of love and joy: 140 
nnumber'd pleaſures charm'd my ſenſe, and they 
ere, as my love, without the leaſt allay. 
s pure, alas! but not ſo ſure to laſt, 
1 For, likea pleaſing dream , they all are paſt, 
A A3 From 
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6 THE TEM» LE 1 
From Hea vn her beauties like fierce light'nings came 9 
Which break through darkneſs with a glorious flame; . 
A while they ſhine, a while our minds amaze, 14 
Our wond'ring eyes are dazled with the blaze; 3 
But thunder follows, whoſe reſiſtleſs rage 1 
None can withſtand, and nothing can aſswage; 150 A 
And all that light which thoſe bright flaſhes gave b 
Serves only to conduct us to our grave. | 

When l had juſt begun love's joys to taſte 4 
(Thoſe fultrewards for fears and dangers paſt) 1 
A fever ſeiz/d her, and to nothing brought 155 
The richeſt work that ever Nature wrought. 5 
All things below, alas, uncertain ſtand; 

The firmeſt rocks are fix d upon the ſand: 
Under this law both Kings and aten bend, Ri. 
And no beginning 1s without an end. 180660 
A facrifice to Time, Fate dooms us al , = 
And at the Tyrant's fect we daily fall: 
Time, whoſe bold hand will bring alike to duſt, 
Mankind, and Temples too in which they truſt. 
Hier waſted ſpirits now begin to faint, 16; 
Yet patience ties her tungue from all complaint, 
And in her heart as in a tort remains; 
But yields at laſt to her reſiſtles pains. 
Thus while the fever, am'rous of his prey, Rr 
Through all her veins makes his delight full way, 10 by, 
Her fate's like Semele's, the flames deſtroy N 
That beauty they too eagerly enjoy. 
Her charming face is in its ſpring decay d 
Pale grow the roſes, and the lillies fade; 
Fer skin has loſt that luſtre which ſurpaſs'd 
The Sun's, and well deſerv'd as long to laſt: 


OFT :DEATHK 7 
Neer eyes, which us d to pierce the hardeſt hearts 
Hare now diſarm'd of all their flanies and darts; 
14) 3 Thoſe ſtars now heavily and ſlowly move; 
And ſickneſs triumphs in the throne of love: 180 
re fe ver ev ry moment more prevails, 
o WI ts rage her body feels, and tongue bewails: 
she, whoſe diſdain ſo many Lovers prove, 
ighs now for torment, as they ſigh for love, 
And with loud cries which rend the neighb'ring air, 
wounds my ſad heart, and wakens my deſpair. 186 
Both men and Gods I charge now with my loſs, 
X And, wild with grief, my thoughts each other croſs; 
My heart and tongue labour in both extremes, 
Tais ſends up humble prayers, while that blaſphemes 
ask their help, whoſe malice 1 defy , / 191 
160 é GEönl And mingle ſacrilege with piety. 0 
But rhat which mult yer more perplex my mind, 
To love her truly; I muſtſeem unkind: 
So unconcern'd a face my ſorrow wears, 195 
l muſt reſtrain unruly floods of tears. 
My eyes and tongue put on diſſembling forms, 
l ſhew a calmneſs in the midſt of ſtorms; 
l ſeem to hope when all my hopes are gone, 
And almoſt dead with grief, diſcover none. 200 
But who can long deceive a loving eye, 
Or with dry eyes behold his miſtreſs die? 
When paſſion had with all its terrors brought 
I  Th'approaching dangernearer to my thought, . 
2X Offon a ſudden fell the forc'd diſguiſe, 205 
And ſhew'd a ſighing heart in weeping eyes: 
A L My apprehenfions now no more confin'd , 
Expos' d my ſorrows, and betray'd my mind, 
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S THE TEMPLUE 
The fair affli cted ſoon perceiyes my tears, 209 
Explains my ſiglis, and thence concludes my fears: 
With ſad preſages of her hopeleſs caſe e 
She reads her fate in my dejected face; 
Then feels my torment, and neglects her on „ 
While lam ſenſible of her's alone; 1 
E ach does the other's burden kindly bear, 215 
I fear her death, and ſhe bewails my fear: 1 
Tho' thus we ſuffer under Fortune's darts, 
Tis only thoſe of Love which reach our. . 
Mean while the fever mocks at all our fears, 
-Grows by our ſighs, and rages at our tears; '' 220 
Thoſe vain effects of our as vain defire; 5 
Like wind and oil increaſe the fatal fire, 
Almeria then, feeling the Deſtinies 
About to ſhut her lips and cloſe her eyes; 
Weeping, in minefix'd her fair trembling hand 225 
And with theſe words | ſcarce could underſtand, 
Her paſſion in a dying voice expreſs'd , 
Half, and her figh's alas! made out the reſt, 

Tis paſt ; this pang---Nature gives o'er the ſtrife; ſl 
Thou mult thy Miſtreſs loſe , and I my life. 230 
Idie; but dying thine , the Fates may prove | 
Their conqueſt over me, but not my love; 

Thy memory, my glory, and my pain, 

In ſpight of death it ſelf ſhall ſtill remain. 8 

Deareſt Orontes, my hard fate denies 2 15 
That Hope is the laſt thing which in us dies: (fled, 

From my griev'd breaſt all thoſe ſoft thoughts are 
And Love ſurvives it, tho'my Hope is dead; 

1yield my life, but keep my paſſion yet, 


Andcanall thoughts but of Orontes quit; 240 


; OF DEATH. 
Why flame increaſes as my ſtrength decays; | | 
WEDcath , which puts out the light, the heat will raiſe x 
nat ſtill remains, tho'I from hence remove; 
I loſe my Lover, butT keep my Love.. - 2.44 
ue ſigh which ſent forth that laſt tender word, 
© Y p. to werds the heav'ns like a bright meteor ſoard; 
215 | * \ndthe kind Nym ph, not yet bereft of charms, _ 
ren cold and breathleſs in her Lover's arms: _ 
= Goddeſs , who now my fate haſt underſtgod; 
1 Spare but my tears, and freely take my blood: ASS 
ere let me end the ſtory of my cares, 
My diſmal grief enough the reſt declares. 
ud ge thou by all this miſery diſplay' d, 

| b hither I ought not to implore thy aid: Fol 

WT hus to ſurvive , reproaches on me draws, 255 

ever ſad wiſhes had ſo juit a cauſe. - Se 

Come then, my only hope; in ev'ry place 
hou viſiteſt , men tremble at thy face, 
And fear thy name: once let thy fatal hand 
1 all ona Swain that does the blow demand. 260 
ouchſafe thy dart; I need not one of thoſe, | 
ith which thou do'ſt unwilling Kings depoſe: 
\ welcome death the ſlighteſt wound can bring, 
\nd free a ſoul already on her wing. 
ithout thy aid, moſt miſerable I 45 265 
Miuſt ever wiſh, yet not obtain to die. | 
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10 SONGS & VERSES. 
Ove o LOVE. 


I. 


| = others gol; or Satires write, e = 

Provok'd by vanity or ſpite; 5 8 | 
My Mule a nobler cauſe (hall move, 
To ſound aloud the praiſe of Love: | EE 
That gentle, yet reſiſtleſs hear —— 1 1 


Which raiſes man to all things Id & 21 ” 3 3 
While other paſſions of the mind 5 as 3 
To low brutality debaſe mankitid', '> MR 


By Love,weare above our ſelves bett " 5 , 
Oh Love, thou trance divine, in which the ſoul, 10 5 
Unclogg'd with worldly c cares, may range without} 1 
controll; (teach 
And ſoaring to her heav'n, from thence inſpird can 
High myſteries, above poorkeafons 8 feeble reach. 
To weak old age . ce ſome aid may prove , \= 
And curb thoſe appetites that faintly move; 
But wild impetuous youth is tam d by nothing leſs 7 
than Love. J 1 j 
Of men too rough for peace , too als for arts, 5 
Love's power can penetrate the hardeſt hearts; 
And through the cloſeſt pores a paſſage find, 1 
Like that of light, to ſhine all o'er the mind. 20 
The want of Love does both extremes produce 
Maids are too nice, and men as much too looſe; 
While equal good an am'rous couple find, 
She makes him conſtant, and he makes her kind. 


i £2 
a 3 & RE 
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New charms in vain a Lover's faith would prove; 
"= T F ermits or bed-rid men they'll ſooner move: 

| he fair inveigler will but ſadly find, 

rnere's no ſuch Eunuch as a man in love. 

But when by his chaſte Nymph embrac d, 

Cor Love makes all embraces chaſte) 30 
nen the tranſported creature can 

1 Do wonders, and is more than man. | 
Both heav'n and carth would our deſires confine; 
Y But yet in vain both heav'n and earth combine, 

© Unleſs where Love bleſſes the great deſign. 
be, makes faſt the hand, but Love the heart; 
He the fool's God, thou Nature's Hymen art; 

2 | Whoſe laws once broke,we are not held by force 
F But the falſe breach it ſelf is a divorce. 


ut 3 
Wo 5 3˙ 


i The falſe grow faithfull, and the fooliſh wiſe; 


Cautious the young , and complaiſant the old, 
| The cruel gentle, and the coward bold. 


) 3 Thou glorious Sun within our ſouls; 

{ 1 W hoſe influence ſo much controuls; 45 
| Ev'n dull and heavy lumps of love, | 

) Quicken'd by thee , more lively move, 


And if their heads but any ſubſtance hold, 

Love ripens all that droſs into the pureſt Gold. 

In Heav'n's great work thy part is ſuch, 50 

That maſter-like thou giv'it the laſt great touch , 

To Heav'n's own maſter-piece of man; 

And finiſheſt what Nature but began : 

Thy happy ſtroke can into ſoftneſs bring 

Reaſon , that rough and wrangling thing. 55 
From 
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1 For Love the miſer will his Gold deſpiſe , _- 
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From childhood u pwards we decay , 
And grow but greater children ev'ry day: 
To Reaſon how can we be ſaid to riſe? 
So many care attend the being wiſe , 
Tis rather falling down a precipice. 
From ſence to Reaſon unimprov'd we move; 
We only then advance when Reaſon turns to Love. 
4. 5 
Thou reigneſt o'er our earthly Gods; 
Uncrown'd by thee their other Crowns are loads ; 
One Beauty's ſmile their meaneſt Courtier Ag 
Rather to pity than to envy Kings; ; h 
His fellow ſlaves he takes them now to be, 
Favour'd by Love perhaps much leſs than he. 
For Love, the tim*rous baſhfull maid © 
Ofnothing but denying is afraid ; 
"For Love ſhe overcomes her ſhame, 
Forſakes her fortune, and forgets her fame; 
Vet if but with a conſtant Lover bleſt, 
Thanks heav'n for that, and never minds the reſt. 


66 


Love is the ſalt of life ; a higher taſte 
It gives to pleaſure, and then makes it laſt. 


Thoſe ſlighteſt favours which cold N ymphs diſ- , 


penſe 
Mere common counters of the ſenſe, 
Defective both in mettle and in meaſure, - 
A Lover's fancy coinsinto a treaſure. 
How vaſt the ſubje& ! what a boundleſs ſtore 
Of bright ideas, ſhining all before 
The Mules fight, forbids me to give o'er! | 
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A SONGS & VERSES. 13 
'Þ Hut the kind God incites us various ways, * 
And now | find him all my ardour raiſe, 85 

is precepts to perform, as well as praiſe. 


EL EG to the Ducheſs of R. 


hou lovely ſlave to a rude Husbands will 
1 By Nature us'd ſo well, by him ſo ill! 

For all that grief we ſee your mind endure, 
Wy our glaſs preſents you with a pleaſing cure; 
WT hoſe maids you envy for their happier ſtate, 5 
5 To have your form, would gladly have your fate; 
"18 And of like ſlavery each wife complains, 
vithout ſuch heauty's help to bear her chains. 


1 H usbands like him we every where may ſee, 


ve. 


66 


70 E But where can we behold a Wife like thee ? ro 
: While to a Tyrant you by fate are ty'd, 
By Love you ty rannize o'er all beſide: : 


2h Thoſe eyes, tho* weeping , can no pity move; 

"op E Worthy our grief! more worthy of our love! 
vou while ſo fair (do Fortune what ſhe pleaſe) 15 
75 Can be no more in pain, than we at eaſe: 

2X Unleſs unſatisfied with all our vows, 
ſ. = Yourvain ambition ſo unbounded grows , 
| That yourepine a Husband ſhould eſcape 
XZ Th united force ofſuch a face and ſhape. 20 
TE Ifſo, alas, for all thoſe charming pow'rs, 


Your caſe is juſt as deſperate as ours. 
Expect that Birds ſhould only ſing to you; 
And, as you walk, that every tree ſhould bow; | 
: Expect thoſe ſtatues as you paſs ſhould burn; 25 


And that with wonder men ſhould ſtatues turn; 5 
= TY Such - 


14 SONGS & VERSES: 

Such beauty is enough to give things life, 

Buvnot to make a Husband love his Wife: 

A Husband , worſe than ſtatues, or than trees; 
Colder than thoſe , leſs ſenſible than theſe. 
Then from ſo dull a care your thoughts remove, 
And waſte not ſighs you only owe to love. 

Tis pity , ſighs from ſuch a breaſt ſhould part, 
Unleſs to eaſe ſome doubtfull Lover's heart; 
Who dies becauſe he muſt too juſtly prize. 
What yet the dull poſſeſſor does deſpiſe. 

Thus precious Jewels among Indians grow, 
Who , nor their uſe, nor wondrous value know; 
But we for thoſe bright tre1ſures tempt the main, 
And hazard life for what the fools diſdain. 


Letter from 8 EA. 


Aireſt, if time and abſence can incline 
Vour heart to wand ring thoughts no more than | 
mine; 
Then hall my hand, as changeleſs as my mind, 
From your glad eyes a kindly welcome find; 
Then, while this note my conſtancy aſſures, 
You'll be almoſt as pleas'd, as I with yours. 
And truſt me, when I feel that kind relief, 
| Abſence it ſelf a while ſuſpends its grief: 
So may it do with you, but ſtraight return; 
For, it were cruel not ſometimes to mourn 
His fate, who this long time he keeps away, 
Mourns all the night, and ſighs out all the day ; 
Grieving yet more, when he reflects that you 
unt not be happy, or + not be true. 
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| SONGS & VERSES. | 


BY ut fince to me it ſeems a blacker fate 

Foo be inconſtant , than unfortunate; _ 
WR member all thoſe Vows between us paſt, 
SV hen I from all I value parted laſt; 


ay you alike with kind impatience burn, 


Nad ſomething miſs, till Lwithjoy return; 


40 A nd ſoon may pitying heav'n that bleſſing give, 
Ns in the hopes of that alone [live. 


Love's Slavery 


Rave fops my envy now beget, 
Who did my pity move; 


rey by the right of wanting wit, 


Are free from cares of love. 


O77 
8 
r 


Torks honour fools, becauſe they are 


By that defect ſecure, 


rom flavery and toils of war, 


Which all the reſt endure. 


96 1, who ſuffer cold neglect. 


And wounds from Celia's eyes, 


Regin extremely to reſpect 


Theſe fools that ſeem ſo wiſe. 


Tis true, they fondly ſet their hearts 


On things of no delight; 


Jo o paſs all day for men of parts 


They paſs alone the night. 


And 


IF 


20 


17 


WE SONGS & - VERSES. 
And ſo the fops are dully biet, | 
While I endure her chains. 


£ : 


T HR DREAM. 


* 


Eady to throw me at the feet 
Of that fair Nymph whom I adore, 
Impatient thoſe delights to meet, 
Which [ enjoy d the gue before ; 


By her wonted ſcornful ES , 
. Soon the fond miſtake I find; 


Txion mourn'd his error ſo, 
When MT Wan the cloud refign'd, 


Sleep to make its CAS more priz 'd 
Than waking joys which moſt prevail, 


Had cunningiy itſelf diſguis'd 
In a ſhape that could not fail. 


There my Celta's ſnowy arms, c 
Breaſts, and other parts more dear, 

Expoſing new and unknown charms, 
To ad tranſported ſoul appear, 


Then you ſo much kindneſs ſhow , 
My deſpair deluded flies; | 

And indulgent dreams beſtow + 
What your cruelty Genies. 


Bluſh not that your: image , Love 
2 to * fancy brought ;/ 1 


{ 


sees ERS ESL "FI 


* is hard; / methinks.,: to! diſapprove .: ee 
The joys [ feel without your. fault. 

; 5 | I ANN | V3 R 
onder not a fane end bid. ©: - ©. 08 
Cin fuch griefs as mine remove; + n OF 
bat honour as fantaſtick is 3 


5 Which makes you 1 fach conſtant love. Vs 
T | Prft r F260 5. 
he virtue Wick "ave ſo, | 
s but a fancy fraikand vain; + 38 
Wothing is ſolid herebelow, 1 
Except my love; and you diſdain. ne 9167 


21 


T 0 One who aceuſed bin of being AC) 
ſenſual in "9s a N 5151 


1 Hink not, my fair; tis ſin or dame, 

bp To bleſs the Man who ſo adores; 

or give ſo hard unjuſt a name $a 

To all thoſe favours he implore. 
geauty is Heav'ns moſt bounteons gift deal, 5 
ecauſe by Love men are from. Vice redeem d. ä 


Wop © 22 


1 


Net wiſh not vainly for a love Le Not or 
From all the force of nature clear; "© h 
That is reſerv'd for thoſe above ti 3607] 


And' tis a fault to claim „ ROPE 10 


Wor ſenſual joys ye ſcorn, that we ſhould love ye'; 
Nut love without em its as 5 much above . 


Ti vor. I. B 


Who dream of Women's love. and truth, 


; Since each has i in his boſom bur 


| The Warning. 


| Overs , who waſte your thoughts and; youth 
In paſhon's fond extremes; 


And doat upon your dreams; * 


I chould not here your fancy take 
From ſuch a pleaſing. ſtate, 7 
Were you not ſure at laſt to wake, 5 
And find your fault too late. I 


Then learn betimes , the love which crowns a 
Our cares, is all but wiles, 1 
Compos' d of falſe fantaſtick frowns = 
And ſoft diſembling ſmiles. = 


With anger, which ſometimes they rien, 
They cruel tyrants e 
And then turn flatterers again, ,- i 
With as affected oy... 


5 ä Th OM] 

bd HIST ot OT EE 250 95 c 21... ..0 
As if ſome injury were meant 2 
To thoſe they kindly us d, Ti Hy 


j x 


Thoſe Lovers are the moſt. ate "I NO 
That have been ſtill refuse. 


A falſe, and fawning foe; | 
'Tis juſt; and wiſe, by ftriking firſt, 
To' ſcape the fatal blow. 
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1 43 
To AMORETTA- 


I 2 


Hen] held « out agi vom eyes; 5 

You'took the ſureſt T2: 
A heart unwary to ſurpriſe” Hot 2:69 
Lou ne'er could. take by force. 


* 


1 ; 8 
11 


However, t ho' I ſtripe no more | d 1 5 


Ihe fort will now be priz 'd, 5 
95 Which, if ſurrender'd up before | | 
15 Perhaps had; been; deſpis d. 


But gentle Amoretta, tho' | 
l cannot love reſit, Yes 10 
WE Think not, when you have caught me ſo 

= To uſe me as you liſt, TT 


> [nconſtancy „or coldyeſs. wil Fe 
= My fooliſh heart recleimmm . 
Then I come off with honour till, | 15 
; But you alas with amt: SOL "1 
W A heart by kindneſs anly ; gain 4. | 

Will a dear conqueſt Proye, if) 

And, to be kept, muſt be maintain'd 

At vaſt expence:ofiloyes | \ 9115 20 
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| Suppoſe one weeks delay would give 


Advanc'd the happy Hero lives;: 


wow: 


20 
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Tur VENTURE. | 


78 et 28 
e 10 0 


H AY I Janguiſht what a fange 
” Unruly fierce deſire! 
My ſpirits feel ſome wondrous change. 
My heart is all on fire. 


Now all ye wiſer thoughts away, © 
In vain your tale ye tell, 

Of patient hopes and dull delay, 
Love's foppiſh part farewell. 


All that my wiſhes move; 10 
Oh, who ſo long a time can live, 
Stretch'd on the rack of love? = 


Her ſoul perhaps is too ſublime, 'Y 
I0o like ſuch laviſh fear; | 5 1 

Diſcretion, prudence, all is crime, 15 
If once condemn'd by her. „ ä = 


7 


When bonour does the ſoldier. * 
To ſome unequal ficht, 


r 


Before his Gen' ral's bett; WL Ko Sink . 20 


Or if ill fate denies, 
The noble raſhneſs Heav'n forgives, 
And gloriouſly he dies. 
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ee ae ibn u ker rv. 
Inconflancy excuſed. 
S O N G. 
muſt confeſs I am untrue 
To Gloriana's eyes, 


But he that's ſmil'd upon by you 
Muſt all the world deſpiſe. 


ln winter, fires of little worth 1 


Excite our dull defire ; 


5 But when the Sun breaks kindly forth 


Thoſe fainter flames expire. 


F Then blame me not for lighting now 


What I did once adore; ' ; 10 
O, do but this one change allow, 5 
And I can change no more: 


Firt by your never-failing charms 5 


Till I with age decay, 


Till languishing within your arms, — 
I figh my ſoul away. | 
SSSSSHSSSSSSHSSHSHSHHHSHS: 
7 & O MN G. 


105 conceal that charming creature 
From my wondring, wishing eyes! 


Every motion, every feature 
Does ſome raviſh'd heart ſurpriſe; 


1 153 oh, I ſighing, ſighing, ſee 8 


* The 


22 SONGS! & VERSES. 
The happy Swain! ſhe ne'er can be 
Falſe to him, or kind to me. 


Yet, if I could bbs how, * 
Ah! how wretched I remain; 
Tis not, ſure, a thing below her, 1060 
Still to pity ſo much pain. 0 . 
The Gods ſome pleaſure, pleaſure take, 
Happy as themſelves to make | 
Thoſe who ſuffer for their ſake, 
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Since your hand alone was- given 
To a wretch not worth your care, 
Like ſome Angel ſent from heaven, 
Come and raiſe me from deſpair! 
Your heart I cannot, cannot. miſs, | 
And I defire no other bliſs; 720 
Let all the world beſides be his. . 
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N hopeleſs of relief, . „„ 
Incapable of reſt, | => 

In vain I ſtrive to vent a wr . | 1 
That's not to be expreſt. 1 7 


This rage within my veins?es 35 
S%Vͤß́%ꝙæ•Röf © 5 
Of all the mind's moſt cruel pains, , = 


n 
3 
3 
- © 
1 4 
The hh = 
15 


The ſharpeſt ſure is love. 


SON GS & VERSES. 


et while I languiſh ſo, 

And on thee vainly call; 

I Take heed, fair cauſe of all my woe, 
1 What fate way thee befall. 


3 ee cruel faults 

Suit not thy gentle ſex; | 
4 ereatter, how will guilty thoughts 
Thy tender conſcience vex! 


'© 


en welcome death ſhall bring 
Relief to wretched me, 


In haſte will fly to thee. 


When in thy lonely bed 

My ghoſt its moan ſhall make, 
With ſaddeſt ſigns that T am dead, 
4 4 And dead for thy dear ſake. 


0 


ptruck with that conſcious blow, 
Thy very ſoul will ſtart; 

Pale as my ſhadow thou wilt grow , 
And cold as is thy heart. 


Too late remorſe will then 
vntimely pity ſhow, 

ro him, who of all mortal men 
XX Did moſt thy value know. 


By 


Hy ſoul enlarg'd, and once on wing, 


23 
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15 
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Yet 
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Yet, with this broken 3 
J wiſh thou never be | | =—_ 
Tormented with the thouſand: part 319 
Of what l feel for thee. - l 
88 , t ON ON OR OR t K . 


On apprehenſion of loſing what 
be had newly gain'd. 
In imitation of Ovid. 


Ure I of all men am the firſt 
That ever was by kindneſs curſt, 
Who muſt my only bliſs bemoan , 
And am by happineſs undone. 3 
HFad ] at diſtance only ſeen 3032 
That lovely face, I might have been 1 
With the delightfull object pleas'd , 
But not with all this paſſion ſeis'd. 

When afterwards ſo near I came, Mm 
As to be ſcorch'd in beauty's flame; 10 
To ſo much ſoftneſs, ſo much ſenſe, . 
Reaſon it ſelf made no defence. 

What pleaſing thoughts poſſeſt my mind 
When little favours ſhew'd you kind: iP 
And tho“ when coldneſs oft prevail'd, 9 
My heart would fink, and ſpirits fail'd,. 9 
Yet willingly the yoke I bore, 

And all your chains as bracelets wore: 
At your lov'd feet-all day would lie, "2 
Deſiring, without knowing why; 10% 
For, not yet bleſt within your arms, 1 
Who could * thought of half your charms. 

Charm 4 


' SONGS & VERSES. 25 
Fnarms of ſuch a wondrous kind, 
9 7 Words we cannot, muſt not find, 


3% body worthy of your mind: 3 
1 Fancy could ne'er ſo bigh reflect, - 
8. . Nor love it ſelf ſuch joys expect. 
. After ſuch embraces paſt, 


Whoſe memory will ever laſt, 
Love is ſtill reflecting back, -- 30 
All my ſoul is on a rack: | | 

"0 i ” o be in Hell's ſufficient curſe , 

But to fall from Heav'n is, worſe. 

q WT liv'd in grief cer this I knew, 

5 But then I dwelt in darkneſs too. 35 
bo 3 gains, alas, I could not boaſt, 

I But little thought how much I loft. 

Now heart-devouring eagerneſs, 

And ſharp impatience to poſſeſs, | 
| vl reſtleſs cares, conſuming fires, 40 
Axxious thoughts, and fierce deſires, 'L 
Tear my heart to that degree, 

For ever flx d on only thee, | 
rat all my comfort is, I ſhall - | 
9 1 in thy arms, or not at all. 45 


e f fel 


The Reconcilement. 
$::Q. + 


Ome, let us now reſolve at laſt 
To live and love in quiet; 
e'll tie the knot ſo very faſt, 
That time ſhall ne'er-untie it. 2 
Bs . Fla 


* 
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The trueſt joys they ſeldom prove, - ef 
Who free from quarrels live; 5 857 # 


Tis the moſt tender part of logg, ' Mp 
| Each other to forgive. En 5 


When leaſt 1 ſeem'd concern'd, I took 
No pleaſure, nor no reſt; 
And when J feign'd an angry look, 
Alas, I lov'd you beſt. 


Own but the ſame to me, you'll find 
How bleſt will be our fate; 

Oh, to be happy, to be kind, 
Sure never is too late. 


W e 


Rom all uneaſy paſſions free, 
Revenge, ambition, jealouſy; 
Contented I had been too bleſt, 
If love and you had. let me reſt. 
Yet that dull life I now deſpiſe; 
Safe from your eyes, 
I fear'd no griefs, but then 1 found no joys. 


Amidſt a thouſand kind defires , . 
Which beauty moves, and love inſpires ; 
Such pangs I feel of tender fear, 
No heart ſo ſoft as mine can bear. 
Vet I'll defy the worſt of harms, 
Such are your charms, 
Tis worth a life to die within your arms. 
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r 
To a Coguet Beauty. 


un Rom wars and plagues come no ch 3 
7 As from a Nymph ſo full of charms, | 

10 80 uch ſweetneſs in her face, 

: In; er motions ſuch a grace, 

er kind inviting eyes 2 
a a ſoft enchantment lies; 

r we pleaſe our ſelves too ſoon, 

are with empty hopes undone. 

"op After all her ſoftneſs, we 

but ſlaves, while ſhe is free; | 10 
Fe e, alas, from all deſire, | | 
1 Cept to ſet the world on fire. 

| WT hou, fair diſſembler , doſt but thus 
ewe thy ſelf, as well as us. | 

L Ke a reſtleſs Monarch, thou 1 
5 v. duld'ſt rather force Mankind to bow, | 
venture round the world to roam, 

bo n govern peaceably at home. 

truſt me, Celia, truſt me when 

1 {pc bllo's ſelf inſpires my pen; 20 


W hole years of Wer praiſe; . 

A Bd one adorer-kindly us'd, 

Nees truer joys than crouds refus'd. 

For what does youth and beauty ſerve? 25 
9 V * more than all your ſex deſerve? 

- 6, my ſuch ſoft alluring arts 

\ Te & charm our eyes, and melt our hearts? 
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I play'd about the flame ſo lang, 
By all the helps of humane art . 


But, ſince you ſhine away deſpair, 


es 
LY 


By our loſs you nothing gain, 
Unleſs you love, you rr in vain, 


3 
gh de del ber ck h hh k b k dh 
The Relapſe. Ui 


Ike children in a ſtarry night, 
When I beheld thoſe eyes before, 
I gaz'd with wonder and delight, 


Inſenſible of all their pow'r. 


U 
=O 


At laſt I felt the ſcorching fire; 
My hopes were weak, my paſſion ſtrong, 
And I lay dying with deſire; ; 


1 juſt recover'd ſo much ſenſe, £7 
As to avoid, with heavy heatt, 
The fair, but fatal influence. 2 


And now my fighs no longer ſhun , 
No Perſian in his zealous prayer 1 
So much adores the riſing Sun. 


If once again my vows diſpleaſe . H 
There never was ſo loſt a lover; | 8 
In love, that languiſhing diſeaſe, N 
or 
A fad n we ne'er recover. 2M 


* 
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| 5 be Recovery. 


Tehing 4 Janguilhing I lay, 
A ſtranger grown to all delight, 
pafling with tedious thoughts the day, 


And with * dreams the night. 


or your dear ſake, my only care 
Was how my fatal love to hide; 

For ever drooping with deſpair, 
Neglecting all the world beſide : 


ill, like ſome Angel from above, 
Cornelia came to my relief ; 

nd then I found the joys of love 
Can make amends for all the grief. 


C> 


| hoſe pleaſing; hopes I now purſue, 
hut promiſes from Heav'n and you, 
Who is ſo impious to miſtruſt? 


Here all my doubts and troubles end; 
One tender word my ſoul aſſures; 
Nor am I vain, ſince I depend, 
Not on ed. own n deſert, bur yours. 


Might fail, if you could prove unjuſt ; 
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bee. eat 7 
' The Convert. 


eds as true converts 3 
But yet with fervent thoughts inflam'd, 
So, faireſt! at your feet I lie, 
Of all my ſexes faults aſham'd. 


Too long, alas, have I abus d 

' Love's innocent and facred flame, 

And that divineſt pow'r have us'd 
To laugh at as an idle name. 


But ſince ſoo freely I confeſs 20 
A crime which may your fcorn produce. - 18 
Allow me now to make it leſs . 1 
By any juſt and fair excuſe. 9 


I then did vulgar joys purſue: 
Variety was all my bliſs?s???? 

But ignorant of love and you, 1 
How could I chuſe but do Ay 


4 


Tf ever now my. wangring eka % 
Seek out — ae ol zi on, 
If e'er I look, but to deſpiſe 

Such charms, and value 1 * 


May ſad remorſe and guilty. name | | 
Revenge your wrongs on. faithleſs me; 
And, what I tremble ev'n to name, 


May I loſe all in loſing thee. 


5 A 


ASSISI ISISSSS6365. 1 
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In imitation of A N ACREO N. 0 


* 
” fit ”, 


Hou flatterer of all whe: fain, 

Come with all your skill and care; 
Draw me ſuch a ſhape, and face, | 
As your flattery would diſgrace.” 
W Wiſh not that ſhe would appear; 
WW Tis well for you ſhe is not here; 
WT Scarce can you with ſafety ſee  * 
All her charms deſcrib'd by me: 
I-alas the danger know! 
I alas have felt the blow !- 
Mourn, as loſt, my. Former Aare 
That never ſung of Celia's praiſe; 
And thoſe few that are behind 
I ſhall bleſt or wretched find, 
Oy juſt as ſhe is kind. ' 
With her tempting eyes begin, 
Eyes that would GR. 
To a ſecond, ſweeterifinco ft oy! 25) 1 
Oh, thoſe wanton rowling __ Rant rel 
At each glance adover:dies :, E 
Make them bright, yet make fom-wilting) 101 
Let them look both kind, and killing. 

Next, draw her fors;hend3 then, her noſe, 
And lips juſt opening- char diſcloſe | 
Teeth ſo whites, and breath ſo ſweet, 25 
So much beauty, ſo much wit, 
. To 
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To our very ſoul they ſtrike, 
All our ſenſes pleas'd alike. 
But ſo pure a white and red, 


Never, never, can be ſaid; - 
What are words in ſuch a caſe? 


What is paint to ſuch a face? 
How ſhould either art avail us? 
Fancy here it ſelf muſt fail us. 
In her looks, and in her mien, 
Such a gracefull air is ſeen, 
That if you, with all your art, 
Can but reach the ſmalleſt part ; 
Next to her, the matchleſs ſhe, 
We ſhall wonder moſt at thee. phy 
Then her neck, and breaſts, and hair, 
And her---But my charming fair 
Does in a thouſand things excel], 
Which I muſt not, dare not tell. 
How go on then? oh, I ſee 
A lovely Venus drawn by thee; 
Oh how fair ſhe does appear! 
Touch it only here-and there, 


Make her yet ſeem more divine, 


Your Venus then may look like mine, 
Whoſe bright form, if once you ſaw, 
You by her would Venus draw. 
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N ſuch a 1 no „ Muſe chould fail 
To bear a mournfull part; 


. js juſt and noble to bewail 
ße fate of fall'n deſert. 


WW vain ambitious hopes deſign'd 


| To make his ſoul aſpire, 


4 love and beauty had not join'd 
= To raiſe a al. ied 


. midſt ſo many dang rous foes. 
How weak the wiſeſt prove! 
Wcaſon it ſelf would ſcarce oppoſe, 
And ſeems agreed with love; 


from the glorious height he falls, 


4 He greatly daring dies; 
Ir mounting where bright beauty calls 


An — is the prize. 
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7 On DoN ALoNZo0's being killed in 
Portugal, apon account of ibe In- 
FAN i, in ' the Tear 1683. 
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bbb 
The Surpriſe. 


Afely perhaps dull crowds admire; 
8 But. I, alas, am all on fire, 
Like him who thought in childhood paft 

That dire diſeaſe which kill'd at laſt, 

I durſt have ſworn I lov'd before; 

And fancy'd all the danger o'er; 

Had felt the pangs of jealous pain, 
And born the blaſts of cold diſdain; 
Then reap'd at length the mighty gains 
That full reward of all our pains! 

But what was all ſuch grief or joy, 
That did my heedleſs years employ 2 
Mere dreams of feign'd fantaſtick pow'rs, 
But the diſeaſe of idle hours: 
Amuſement, humour, affectation, 
Compar'd with this ſablimer paſſion, 

Whoſe raptures , bright as thoſe above, 
Outſhine the flames of zeal, or love. = 

Yet think not, faireſt, what I ling, i 
Can from a love platonick ſpring; 1 
That formal ſoftneſs, falſe and vain, 5 
Not of the heart, but of the brain. | 1 
Thou art indeed above all Nature, 50 

But I, a wretched human creature, 

Wanting thy gentle, gen'rous aid', 
Of Husband, rivals, friends afraid! 


SON & VERSES. 37 
| Amidft all this ſeraphic fire, "Fi 


1 am almoſt dying with deſire,. : : 
With eager wiſhes, ardent 8 | | 
| Prone to commit love's'wildeft - io 30 " 


And (as we are on Sundays told 

The luſty Patriarch did of old) hi , 
Would force a blefing from —_ Sara; = 
And graſp an Angel in my arms. 


— ————— 


A Dialoger Jung on the Stage 


between... an elderly. Shepherd - ; 
and a Wa young e 


2 Right * Kats as the ſpring; 
Univerſal love inſpiring ! 
All our Swains thy praiſes ſing, 
Ever 5 and admiring. 


Ni. Praiſes in ſo high „ 

| And by ſuch a Shepherd ſung ; 

Are enough to make. me vain, 
Yet ſo h harmleſs & ſo Vong, 


| Sh. I ſhould have .deſpair'd among 
Rivals that apear ſo gayly: 
But your eyes have made me young 
By their ſmiling on me dayly, 
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N. Idle boys admire us blindly, 
Are inconſtant, wild and hold; 
And your uſing me ſo kindly, 15 
Is a proof you are not old. 
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Sb. With thy pleaſing voice and faſhion , 
With thy humour and thy youth, 
Chear my ſoul, and crown my paſſion, 
Oh, reward my love and truth. 


N. With thy careful arts to cover | 
That which fools will count a fault, 
Trueſt friend as well as lover, 
Oh deſerve ſo kind a thought, 


E ach apart fro „ and then both 
| 5 together. 


Happy we ſhall lie poſſeſſing, ' 25 
Folded in each other's arms, 
Love and nature's chiefeſt bleſſing 
| In the ſtill increaſing charms. 


So the deareſt joys of loving 1 
Which ſcarce Heaven can go beyond, 30 
Will be ev'ry day improving, i 
Sh. Lou more fair, and I more fond. 1 
N. 1 more airs and you more fond. 
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15 
| 0» one who died diſcovering her kindneſs. 
Ome vex their ſouls with jealous pain, 
While others ſigh for cold diſdain: 
ove's various ſlaves we daily ſee; 
2 Net happy all, compar'd with me, 


F Pf all mankind, I lov'd the beſt 3 
\ Nymph ſo far above the reſt, 

1 hat we outſhin'd the bleſt above, 

n beauty ſhe, and I in love. 


29 


8 3 And therefore they who could not bear | 

To be outdone by mortals here, 1 
Among themſelves have plac'd her now, | 
nd left me wretched here below. ; 


* All other fate I could have born 
A nd ev'n endur'd her very ſcorn ; 
| But oh, thus all at once to find 15 
What dread account! both dead, and kind1 _ 
What heart can hold? if yet I live, 

3 ET is but to ſhew how much I grieve. 
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On Luci N DAs death. 
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Ome all ye dolefull, diſmal cares, 
That ever haunted guilty mind! 
The pangs of Love when it deſpairs, 
And all thoſe ſtings the jealous find: 
Alas, heart-breaking tho' ye be, 5 
» Yet welcome, welcome all to me! 


Who now have loft, but oh how much! ; 
No language, nothing can expreſs , 
Except my grief; for ſhe was ſuch, 
That praiſes would but make her leſs. 10 
Vet who can ever dare to raiſe | 
His voice on her, unleſs to praiſe ? 


Free from her ſexes ſmalleſt faults, 
And fair as Womankind can be ; 
Tender and warm as lover's thoughts, 

Yet cold to all the world but me. 3 
Of all this nothing now remains, 1 
But only fighs and endleſs pains, 
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24 Lady retiring into a Monaſtery. 


Hat breaſt but yours can hold the double fire 
of fierce devotion, and of fond deſire ? 
ve would ſhine forth, were not your zeal ſo bright, 
4 Whoſe glaring flames eclipſe his gentler light. 
| 4 ſcems the faith that mountains can remove, 5 
an this, which triumphs over youth and love. 
hut ſhall ſome threat'ning Prieſt divide us two 2 
V hat worſe than that could all his curſes do ? | 
; | us with a fright ſome havereſign'd their breath, 
: 2 ad poorly dy'd only for fear of death. 10 
Hieav'n ſees our paſſions with indulgence ſtill, 
* they who love well, can do nothing ill. 
Fhile to us nothing but ourſelves i isdear, 
9 dt Pould the world frown , yet what have we to fear? 
nme, wealth, and pow'r, thoſe high priz'd gifts, 
of Fate, | 15 
oe low concerns of a leſs happy ſtate, 
Nee far beneath us: Fortune's ſelf may take 
er aim at us, yet no impreſſion make: 
et worldlings ask her help, or fear her harms; 
e can lie ſafe, lock d in each other's arms; 20 
ike the bleſt Saints, eternal raptures know , 
5 Ind ſlight thoſe ſtorms that vainly reſt below. 

Vet this, all this you are reſolv'd to quit; 

i my ruin, and I muſt ſubmit ; 
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But think, o think, before you prove unkind , 25 
How loſt 4 wretch you leave forlorn behind. 
Malignant envy, mix'd with hate and r, 5 
Revenge for wrongs too burdenfame to bear, 
Ev'n Zeal it ſelf, from whence all miſchiefs ſpring , Ml 
Have never done ſo barbarous a thing. 3 
With ſuch a fate the Heav'ns decreed to vex 7 
Armida once, tho! of the fairer ſex; | 
Rinaldo ſhe had charm'd with lo much art, L 
Heis was his pow r, his perſon, and his heart; (move, 9 
Honour's high thoughts no more his mind coul 
She ſooth d his rage, and turn'd it all to love: 30 
When ſtreight a guſt of fierce devotion blows, | 
And in a moment all her joys o'erthrows: 
The poor Armida tears her golden hair, 5 
Matchleſs till now, for love, or for def pair. 40 1 
Who is not mov'd while the {ad Nymph complains! 9 
Yet you now act what Taſſo only feigns; 
And aiter all our vows, our ſighs, our tears, 
My bauiſh'd ſorrows, and your conquer'd fears, 
So many doubts, ſo many dangers paſt, 4 
Viſions of zeal muſt vanquish me at laſt | 
Thus, in great Homer's War, throughout the field 4, 
Some Hero ſtill made all things mortal yield; 1 
But when a God once took the vanquiſh'd fide, A 
Ih he weak prevaibd, and the victorious dy'd. 30 


* 1 1 
2 K 
1 8 4; 
= SEU 
* | 
$1 
0 1 
3 
P, U 
N 2 5 
7 * 
. dn — 
4 


2. The VIS IO N. 
18, ty 0 
5 


55 Written during a ſes Voyage , when ſent to 
vo command the Forces for the relief of 
TAN GEIE R. 


Ithin the ſilent ſhades of ſoft repoſe, 
. Where fancy's boundleſs ſtream for ever flows; 
1 1 Where the enfranchis'd ſoul at eaſe can play, 
1 ir'd with the toilſome buſineſs of the day, 
Vhere Princes gladly reſt their weary heads, 5 
Wy. And change uneaſy Thrones for downy beds; 
ins: 1 here ſeeming joys delude deſpairing minds, 

% And where ev'n jealouſy ſome quiet finds; 
9 9 here I and ſorrow for a while could part, 
leep clos'd my eyes, and eas'd a ſighing heart. 10 
, W But here too ſoon a wretched lover found 

In deepeſt griefs the ſleep can ne'er be ſound ; 
feli 7 Pr With ſtrange ſurprize my troubled fancy brings 
Odd antick ſhapes of wild unheard of things; 
WDiſmal and terrible they all appear , | 15 
FT ſoul was ſhook with an unuſual fear. 
WB ut as when Viſions glad the eyes of Saints, 
And kind relief attends devout complaints, 
some beauteous Angel in bright charms will ſhine, 
And ſpread a glory round, that's all divine: 20 
1 uſt ſuch a bright and beauteous form appears, 
The Monſters vaniſh, and with them my fears. 
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The faireſt ſhape was then before me brought, 
That eyes e er faw , or fancy ever thought; 
How weak are words to ſhew ſuch excellence, 25 
Which ev'n confounds the ſoul as well as ſenſe ! 
And, while oureyes tranſporting pleaſure find , 
It ſtops not here, but ſtrikes the very mind. 
Some Angel ſpeak her praiſe! no human tongue 
But with its utmoſt art muſt do her wrong. 30 
The only Woman that has pbw'r to kill, 
And yet is good enough to want the will: 
Who needs no {oft alluring words repeat; 2 
Nor itudy'd looks of languiſhing deceit. 

Fantaſtick Beauty, always in the wrong, 38 
Still thinks ſome pride muſt to its pow'r belong; 
An air affected, and a haughty mien; 
Something that ſeems to ſay, 1 would be ſeen. 
But of all womankind this only ſhe 
Full of its charms, and from its frailty free, 40 
Deſerves ſome nobler Muſe her fame to raiſe, 
By making the whole ſex beſide, her Pyramid of 
She, fhe appear'd, the ſource of all my joys, (praiſe 
The deareſt care that all my thought employs: bt 
Gently ſhe look d, as when I left her laſt, 4 
When firſt ſhe ſeiz'd my heart, and held it faſt ; 30 
When, if my vows alas were made too late, 9 
I ſaw my doom came not from her, but fate. Yd 
With pity then ſhe eas'd my raging pain, 
And her kind eyes could ſcarce from tears refrain ; 
Why gentle Swain, ſaid ſhe, why do you grieve 5 
In words I ſhould not hear, much leſs believe? «ap 
I gaze on that which is a fault to mind, 1 


And ought to fly the danger which I find: of 5 
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ae mankind tho' you may be the beſt, SS 
| Ye u haverobb'd poor women oftheir reſt. 
e your pain, and ſee it too with grief, Fa = 
* would, yet muſt not give relief; 0 
us, for a Husband's ſake, as well as yours, | 
up lous ſoul divided pain endures; 60 | 
Gn ty, alas, to both; for thus Ido 
75 b much for him, yet not enough for you. 
G e over then, give over hapleſs Swain, 
Paſſion moving, but a paſſion vain. | | 
A Wt chance , nor time ſhall ever change my thought, ' 
better much to die than do a fault. | ' 
n worſe than ever! is it then my doom 
to ſee Heav'n, where I muſt never come? 
5 3 ur ſoft compaſſion, if not ſomething more: 
tl remain as wretched as before: 
9 24 e wind ind eed is fair, but ah! no ſight of ſhore. 
+| f 1 ; Prewel, too ſcrup'lous fair- one, oh fare wel! 
hat torments I endure, no tongue can tell; 
| of 4 . hank Heav'n my fate tranſports me now where I 
ſc, ur marryr may with eaſe and ſafety die. 75 
5 With that I kneel d and ſeiz'd her trembling hand, 
45 'y x ile ſhe impos'd this cruel kind command: 

ve and love on; you will be true, Iknow , 
Sat live then, and come back to tell me ſo; 
4 dr tho? I bluſh at this laſt guilty breath, 80 
ran endure that better than your death. 


30 


35 


WAN 


1; 1 kindneſs! barbarous reprieve! 
ondemn'd to die, and yet compell'd to live! 
This tender ſcene my dream repeated o'er 


A uſt EIT in real truth before. | 85 
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Methought I then fell grov'ling on the ground, 
Till on a ſudden rais'd, I wond'ring found 
A ſtrange appearance all in taintleſs white; 
His form gave rev'rence, and his face delight: 
Goodneſs and greatneſs in his eyes were ſeen; 90 
Gentle his look, and affable his mien. | 
A kindly notice of me thus he took; 


What mean theſe flowing eyes, this ghaſtly look » 


Theſe trembling joints, this looſe diſhevel'd hair, 


And this cold dew , the drops of deep deſpair ? 95 - 


With grief and wonder firſt my ſpirits faint, 


But thus at laſt I vented my complaint. 
Behold a wretch whom cruel fate has found , 


And in the depthof all misfortune drown'd. 99 5 


There ſhines a Ny mph, to whom an envy'd Swain 
Is ty'd in Hymen's ceremonious chain, 
But cloy'd with charms of ſuch a marriage bed, 
And fed with manna, yet he longs for bread; 
And will, moſt Husband-like , not only range 
For love perhaps of nothing elſe but change, 105 
But to inferior beauty proſtrate lies, 
And courts her love, in ſcorn of Flavia's eyes. 
All this I knew, (the form divine reply d) 

And did but ask to have thy temper try'd, 
Which prove ſincere: of both I know the mind, 110 
She is too ſcrupulous, and thou too kind: 

But ſince thy fatal love's for ever fix d, 

Whatever time or abſence come betwixt; 
Since thy fond heart ev'n her diſdain prefers 
To others love, I'll ſomething ſoften hers ; 115 
Elſe in the ſearch of virtue ſhe may ſtray, 


Well. meaning mortals ſhould not loſe their way. 
: She 
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he now indeed fins on the fafer fide, 
WF or hearts too looſe are never to be ty'd; 
ut no extremes are either good or wiſe; 120 
WA nd in the midſt alone true virtue lies. 
hen marriage vows unite an equal pair, 
WET isa mere contract made by humane care, 
y which they both are for convenience ty d; 
he bridegroom yet more ſtrictly than the bride; 125 
For circumſtances alter ev'ry ill, 
And Woman meets with moſt tem ptation ill: 
e a forſaken bed muſt often bear, 
While he can never fail to find her there, 
WA nd therefore leſs excus'd to range elſe where. 
Net this ſhe ought to ſuffer and ſubmit : 131 
But when no longer for each other fit, 
fuſage baſe ſhall juſt reſentment move, 
or what is worſe, affronts of wand'ring love; 
No obligation after that remains, 135 
Tis mean, not juſt, to wear a rival's chains. 
Yet decency requires the wonted cares 
Ofint'reſt, children, and remote affairs; 
But in her love, that dear concern of life, 
She all the while may be another's wife: 140 
Heav'n, that beholds her wrong'd & widow'd bed, 
Permits a Lover in her Husbands- ſtead, 

I flung me athis feet, hisrobes would kiſs , 
And cry'd,--ev'n our baſe world.is juſtin this; 
Amidſt our cenſures, love we gently blame; 145 
And love ſometimes preſerves a female fange. 
What tie leſs ſtrong can Woman's will reſtrain? 
When N checks, & conſcience plead in vain; 
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When parents threats, and friends perſuaſions fail 


To bound that ſex when nothing elſe can move 


She may be kind, but not till thou art dead; 


Then ſhe will love, when tis alas too late: 
Ofall thy pains ſhe will no pity have, 


How dares a ſtranger with deſigns ſo vain, 

Marriage and hoſpitable rights prophane ? | 

Was it for this, your fate did ſhelter find 
From ſwelling ſeas and every faithleſs wind? 
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They 'llivereſerv'd to pleaſe the man they love. 
The Spirit then reply'd to all I ſaid 


Bewail thy memory , bemoan thy fate ; 


Till ſad deſpair has ſent thee to the grave. 
| Amaz'd I wak'd in haſte, 
All trembling at my doom ; 
Dreams oft repeat adventures paſt 
And tell our ills to come. 


eee 
HELEN To Pans, 
From Ovi1p: 
Tranſlated by 


The Earl of MUL GRAVE), 
and Mr. D RYDEN. 


Hen looſe Epiſtles violate chaſt eyes , 
She half conſents who ſilently denies : 


(K 


(For tho a diſtant country brought you forth, 

Your uſage here was equal to your worth.) 

Does this deſerve to be rewarded ſo? 

Did you come here a Stranger, Ora Foe ? 10 
Your partial, judgment may perhaps aner, p 

And think me barb'rous for my juſt diſdain; 

[1]-bred then let me be, but not unchaſt, N 
Nor my clear fame with any ſpot defac'd. 15 
Tho in my face there's no affected frown, 135 


Nor in my carriage a feign'd niceneſs ſhown , 


lxeep my Honour ſtill without a ſtain, 
Nor has my love made any coxcomb vain. 
Your boldneſs I with admiration ſee; 
What hope had you to gain a Queen like me? 20 
Becauſe a Hero forc'd me once away, | 
Am l thought fit to be a ſecond prey? 
Had I been won, I had deſerv'd your blame, 
But ſure my part was nothing but the ſhame: 
Yet the baſe theft to him no fruit did bear, 25 
I ſcap'd unhurt by any thing but fear. | 
Rude force might ſome unwilling kiſſes gain, 
But that wasall he ever could obtain. 
You on ſuch terms would ne' er have let me go, 
Were he like you, we had not parted ſo. 30 
Untouch'd the Youth reftor'd me to my Friends, 
And modeſt uſage made me ſome amends. 
Tis vertue to repent a vicious deed; 
Did'fie repent that paris might ſucceed 2 
Sure "tis ſome Fate that ſets me above wrongs, 35 
Yet ſtill expoſes me to buſie tongues. 
I' not complain , for who's diſpleas'd with love, 
{fit ſincere , diſcreet , and conſtant prove? 35 
F 4 
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But that I fear: not that I think you baſe, 

Or doubt the blooming beauties of wy flew! „ 
But all your Sex is ſubject to deceive, | 


40 


And ours alas, too willing to believe. I 

Yet others yield; and Love o'ercomesthe beſt, : 
But why ſhould I not ſhine above the reſt 2 3 

Fair Leda's ſtory ſeems at firſt to be 45 


A fit example ready found for me; as 3 
But ſhe was couſen'd by a borrow'd ſhape, 2 
And under harmleſs feathers felt a rape: 
If I ſhould yield, what reaſon could I uſe? 1 
By what miſtake the loving crime excuſe??̃ 50 
Her fault was in her pow'rfull Lo ver loſt, 
But of what Jupiter have I to boaſt ? 
Tho you to Heroes, and to Kings ſucceed, 
Our famous Race does no addition need, 
And great alliances but uſeleſs prove 55 
To one that ſprings herſelf from mighty Jove. 
Go then and boaſt in ſome leſs haughty place, 
Your Phrygian blood, and Priam's ancient Race, 
Which I wou'd ſhew I valu'd, if I durſt; 
You are the fifth from Jove, but J the firſt. 60 
The Crown of Troy is pow'rful I confeſs , 
But J have reaſon to think ours no leſs. 
" Your Letter fill'd with promiſes of all 
That Men can good, and Women pleaſant call, 
Gives expectation ſuch an ample field, 6 
As wou'd move Goddeſſes themſelves to yield. 
But if e' er offend great Juno s Laws, 
Your ſelf ſhall be the dear, the only cauſe; 
Either my Honour I'll to death maintain, 


Or follow you, without mean thoughts of gain. 70 
| | Not 


ot that ſo fair a preſent I deſpiſe; | 
oe like the gift, when we the giver prize. 5 
ut 'tis your love moves me, which made you take 
ach pains, and run ſuch hazards for my ſake. 
have perceiv'd, though I diſſembled too, 75 
WA thouſand things that Love has made you do: 
our cager eyes would almoſt dazle mine, (ſhine. 
In which, wild man, your wanton thoughts wou d 
ometimes you'd figh , ſometimes diſorder'd ſtand , 
WA nd with unuſual ardor , preſs my hand; 80 
Lontrive juſt after me to take the glaſs, 
or wou d you let the leaſt occaſion paſs; 
Aich oft! fear'd I did not mind alone, 

And bluſhing ſate for things which you have done: 
hen murmur'd to my ſelf, he'll for my fake 85 
Do any thing; I hope t was no miſtake. 
WO fthaveIread within this pleaſant Grove, 
nder my Name thoſe charming words, Ilove, 
frowning, ſeem'd not to believe your flame, 
Hut now, alas ! am come to write the ſame. 90 
fl were capable to do amiſs, | 
could not but be ſenſible of this. 
For oh! your face has ſuch peculiar charms , 

That who can hold from flying to your arms: 
dut what I ne'er can have without offence, 95 
ay ſome bleſt Maid poſſeſs with innocence. 
Pleaſure may tempt, but vertue more ſhould move, 
D learn of me to want the thing you love. 
nat you deſire is ſought by all mankind: 
\s you haveeyes, ſo others are not blind; 109 
Like you they ſee , like you my charms adore, 

They wiſh not leſs, but you dare venture more. 
Vox. I. D Oh! 


55 


70 
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My virgin love when thouſand Rivals ſought , 
You had I feen , you ſhauld have had my voice; 10; 
Nor could my Husband juftly blame my choice. 
For both our hopes, alas you come too late ! 
Another now is maſter of my fate. 
More to my wiſh cou'd have liv'd with you, 
And yet my preſent lot can undergo. 110 
Ceaſe to ſollicit a weak Woman's will, 
And urge not her you love, to ſo much ill. 
But let me live contented as Il may, , 
And make not my unſpotted fame your prey. 10 
Some right you claim, fincenaked to your eyes 
Three Goddeſſes diſputed Beauty's prize. © 
One offer'd Valour, r other Crowns , but ſhe 
Obtain'd her cauſe, who ſmiling promis'd me. "q 
But firſt Jam not of belief ſo light, 19 
To think ſuch Nymphs wou'd ſhew you ſuch a fight. 
Vet granting this, the other part is feign'd : : 
A bribe ſo mean your ſentence had not gain'd. 
With partial eyes I ſhou'd my ſelf regard, 
To think that Venus made me her reward: : 
I humbly am content with human praiſe; 1:8 
A Goddeſs's apphuſe wou'd envy raife : = 
But be it as you ſay, for tis confeſt, 
The Men who flatter higheſt pleaſe us beſt: 
That ſuſpect it, ought not to diſpleaſe; ; 
For miracles are not believ'd with cafe. 134 
One joy I have , that I had Venus voice; 
A greater yet, that you confirm'd her choice ; 
Thatproffer'd Laurels , Promis d Sor raignty G 
_ and Pallas you comtemp'd forme, , 
WM „„ 
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HEEEN to PARIS. Fr 
Am your Empire then, andyourrenown? 135 
What heart of rock but muſt by this be won? 
And yetbear witneſs; O you Pow'rs above, 

ow ſrude Jam in all the arts of Love! 

3 My hand is yet untaught to write to men; 

WT his is th'eſſay of my unpractis'd pen: | 140 
Happy thoſe Nymphs, whom uſe has perfect made; 
wink all crime; and tremble at a ſnlade: 

10 Ev'n while I write, my fearful conſcious eyes 
Look often back, miſdoubting a ſurprize. 

ornow the rumour ſpreads among the croud , 


Piſſemble you, what e' er you hear em ſay: 

WT 0 lcave off loving were your better way; 

Net if you will diſſemble it you may. 9 
Love ſecretly: the abſence of my Lord, 150 
ore freedom gives, but does not all affbrd. 
Vong is his journey, long will be his ſtay; 

WC all'd by affairs of conſequence away. 

o go or not; when unreſolv'd he ſtood, 


WT hen kiſſing me, he ſaid I recommend 
All to thy care , but moſt my Trojan Friend. 
ME fmil'd at what he innocently faid , 

\nd only anſwer'd, you ſhall be obey'd. 

WP ropitious winds have born him far from hence, 160 
7 Butlet not this ſecure your confidence. 

\bſentheis, yet abſent he commands; 

ou know the Proverb, Princes have long hands. 

y fame's my burthen, for the mote I'm prais'd, 
\juſter ground of jealouſie is rais' d. 165 
Dx Were 


1 


\t Court in whiſpers, but in Town aloud: 146 


bid him make what ſwift return he cou d: 155 | 
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5: HELEN to PARIS. 
Were Leſs fair I might have been more bleſt: 15 
Great beauty through great danger is poſſeſt. 
To leave me here his venture was not hard, 
Becauſe he thought my vertue was my guard. 
He fear'd my face, but truſted to my life, 170 
The beauty doubted, but believ'd the Wife: 
You bid me uſe th* occaſion while I can, 
Put in our hands by the good eaſie Man. 

I I wou'd, and yet I doubt, twixt Love and fear ; 
One draws me from you, and one brings me near. 
Our flames are mutual, and my Husband's gone, 176 
The nights are long; I fear to lie alone: 7 
One houſe contains us, and weak walls divide, 
And you're too preſſing to be long denied: 

Let me not live, but every thing conſpires 180 
To joyn our loves, and yet my fear retires. 3 
You court with words, when you ſhou'd force im 
A Rape is requiſite to ſhame-fac'd joy: (ploy, 
Indulgent to the wrongs which we receive, 2 
Our Sex can ſuffer what we dare not give. 185 
What have I ſaid ! for both of us'twere beſt , 
Our kindling fire if each of us ſuppreſt. 
The faith of Strangers is too prone to change , 
And like themſelves , their wandring paſſions range. 
Hypſipyle , and the fond Minoian Maid, 190 
Were both by truſting of their Gueſts betray'd. 
How can I doubt that other men deceive , 
When you your ſelf did fair OEnone leave: ? 
But leſt I ſhou'd upbraid your treachery , 
You make a merit of that crime to me. 193 
Vet grant you were to faithful love inclin'd, 
Your weary Trojans wait but for a wind. 
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H ELEN to PARIS. 53 
Gf Shou'd you prevail, while I aſſign the night 
Your Sails are hoyſted , and youtake your flight : 
some bawling Mariner our love deſtroys, 200 
nd breaks aſunder our unfiniſh'd joys. 
But I with you may leave the Spartan Port, 
To view the Trojan wealth, and Priam's Court. 
Phon while I ſee, I ſhall expoſe my fame, 
And fill a foreign country with my ſhame. 205 
In 4/4 what reception ſhall I find? 
And what dishonour leave in Greece behind? 
What will your Brothers, Priam, Hecuba , 
nd what will all your modeſt Matrons fay ? 
WE vn you, when on this action you reflect, 210 
Ny future conduct juſtly may ſuſpect: 
nd what e'er Stranger lands upon your coaſt , 
WConclude me, by your own example, loſt. 
from your rage, a Strumpet's name ſhall hear, 
While you forget what part in it you bear. 215 
vou my crime's Author, will my crime upbraid: 
WDeep under ground, Oh let me firſt be laid! 
Vou boaſt the pomp and plenty of your land, 
And promiſe all ſhall be at my command: 
Vour Trojan wealth, believe me, Ideſpiſe; wo. 
y own poor native land has dearer ties. 
Shou'd I be injur'd on your Phrygian ſnore, 
hat help of kindred cou'd I there implore ? 
Nledea was by Faſons flat try won: 
may like her believe and be undone. 225 
Plain honeſt hearts, like mine, ſuſpect no cheat; 
\nd Love contributes to its own deceit. 
he Ships about whoſe ſides loud tempeſts roar , 


ith gentle winds were wafted from the ſhore. - 
u'd D3 | Your 
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54 HELEN to PARIS. 
Your teeming Mother dreamt a flaming brand 230 
Sprung from her womb conſum'd the Trojan Land. 
To ſecond this , old Prophecies conſpire : 
That Ilium ſhall be burnt with Grecian fire: 
Both give me fear; nor is it much allay'd, 
That Venus i is oblig'd ourloves to 7; 2.35 
For they who loſt their cauſe revenge will rake 2 5 
And for one friend two enemies you make.. 
Nor can I doubt, butſhou'dI follow you, 
The ſword wou'd ſoon our fatal crime purſue : 
A wrong ſogreat my Husband's rage wou'd rouze, 
And my Relations wou'd his cauſe eſpouſe. 24 
You boaſt your ſtrength and courage, but alas! 
Your words receive ſmall credit from your face, 
Let Heroes in the duſty field delight, . 
Thoſe limbs were faſhion'd for another fight. 240 

Bid Hector ſally from the walls of Troy , 1 
A ſweeter quarrel ſhou'd your arms imploy. 
Yet fears like theſe, ſhou'd not my mind perplex, , 
Were Jas wiſe as many of my Sex. 
Buttime and you , may bolder thoughts inſpire ; ; 
And I perhaps may yield to your deſire. 21 
Youlaſt demand a private conference, 
Theſe are your words, but I can gueſs your ſenſe. 
Your unripe hopes their harveſt muſt attend: 
Berul'd by me, and time may be your friend. 
This is enotgh to let you underſt and, 
For now my Pen has tir'd my tender . 
My Woman knows the ſecret of my hearr , ) 
And may hereafter better news * 
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part of the fry of OrPHE s „ being a | 
tranſlation out of the fourth Book 


5 
5 | of Vine," 8 Gronere, 
Is not PER a when 0 Heav'n does frown) 
The injur'd Orpheus calls theſe judgments down; 
hoſe ſpouſe , avoiding to become thy prey, 
nd all his joys , at once were ſnatched away; 
ne Nymph fore-doom'd that fatal way to pals 1 
Ppyed not the ſerpent lurking in the graſs: 
WA mournfull cry the ſpatious valley fills 5 
With echoing groans from all the neighbouring hills; ; 
WT he Dryades roar out in deep deſpair, | 
nd with united voice bewail the fair. 19 
For ſuch a loſs he ſought no vain relief, 
Hut with his lute indulg'd the tender grief; 
Along the ſhore he oft would wildly ſtray 
With dolefull notes begin, and end the day. 
At length, to Hella frightfull journey made, 15 
Ppaſs'd the wide-gaping gulph, and disinal ſhade; 3 
Viſits the ghofts, and to that King repairs, ; 
| Whoſe heart's inflexible to humane priyers. 
All Hell is raviſh'd with ſo ſweeta ſong; 
Light ſouls, and airy ſpirits glide along; 2g 
In troops, like millions of the feathered kind, 
Driv'n home by night, or ſome tempeſtuous wind: 
Matrons, and men, raw youths and untripe maids ; 


And mighty Heroes more majeſtick ſhades ; | 
pan | . And 


176 The STORY 
And ſons entomb'd before their parents face; 23 
Theſe the black waves of bounding Styx embrace 
Nine times circumfluent , clogg' d with noiſome 
weeds, _ 

And all that filth which ſtanding water breeds. 
Amazement reach'd ev'n the deep caves of death; 
The Siſters with blue ſnaky curles took breath; 30 
Ixion's wheel a while unmov'd remaind, 
And the fierce Dog his three-mouth'd voice re- 
„ 

When ſafe return'd , and all theſe dangers paſt , 
His Wife reſtor'd to breathe freſh air at laſt; 
Following, (for ſo Proſerpina was pleas'd ) 35 


A ſudden rage th' unwary Lover ſeiz d: 
He as the firſt bright glimpſe of daylight ſhin'd, 


Could not refrain to caſt one look behind; 
A fault of Love! could hell compaſſion find. 
A dreadfull ſound thrice ſnook the Stygian coaſt, 40 
His hopes quite fled, and all his labour loſt! 
Why haſt thou thus undone thy ſelf and me? 
What rage is this? oh, Iam ſnatch'd from thee | 
She faintly cry'd, night „ and the powers of hell 
Surround my fight; oh Orpheus! oh fare well! 4; 
My hands ſtretch forth to reach thee as before 
But all in vain , for lamthine no more; 
No more allow d to view thy face, or day 
Then from his eyes, like ſmoak, ſhe fleets away. 
Much he would fain have ſpoke, but Fate, alas! 
Would ne er again conſent to let him paſs. 51 
Thus twice undone, what courſe remain'd to take, 
To gain her back, already paſs'd the lake > 
What tears, what patience, could procure him eaſe! 
Or ah! what vows the angry Powers appeaſe? 5. 
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of ORPHEUS. . 55 
Tis ſaid , he ſev'n long moons bewail'd his Toſs 

o bleak and barren rocks, on whoſe cold moſs 
hile languiſhing he ſung his fatal flame 
emov'dev'ntrees, and made fierce Tigers tame. 
So the ſad Nightingale when childleſs made 60 
By ſome rough Swain who ſtoleher young away , 

= Bewails her loſs beneath a poplar ſhade. 

Nourns all the night, in murmurs waſtes the day; 
Her melting ſongs a dole full pleaſure yield, 

and melancholy muſick fills the field. 65 
Marriage, nor love, could ever move his mind; 
WB ut all alone, beat by the Northern- wind, 
sniv'ring on Tanais banks the Bard remain'd 

I And of the Gods unfruitfull gift complain'd. 
ciconian Names, enrag'd to be deſpiſs'd 70 
ss they the feaſt of Bacchus ſolemniz'd, 

cw the poor youth, and ſtrew'd about his limbs; 
nis head, torn off from the fair body, ſwims 
Down that ſwift current where the Heber flows, 
und till its tongue in dolefull accents goes. 75 
Ah, poor Eurydice! he dying cry'd; 

WJ .-rydice reſounds from every fide. 


Ker hk ek xk ka xe ek 
An Eſſay on Satyre; 


2 Writen in 16575. 
A Hor vain, and how inſenſible a beaſt : 
4 Is Man! who yet would lord it o'er thereft / 
51 Philoſophers and Poets vainly ſtrove 
„ In every age, the lum piſh mals to move: 
But thoſe were Pedants, ifcompar'd withtheſe, 5 
who knew not only to inſtruct, but pleaſe ; 
1 3 Poets 
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58 ESSAY, on SATYRE. 
Poets alone found the delightfull way, 
Myſterious morals gently to convey 
In charming numbers, that when once men grew 
Pleas'd with their Poems, they grew wiſer too. 10 
Satyre has always ſhin'd among the reſt, 

And is the boldeſt way, perhaps the beſt, 
To ſhew men freely all their fouleſt faults, 
To laugh at their vain deeds and vainer thoughts. 

In this great work the wiſe took diff rent ways, 15 

Tho each deſerving its peculiar praiſe. 
Some did our follies with juſt ſharpneſs blame; 
While others laugh'd, and ſcorn'd us into ſhame; 
But, of thefe two, the laſt ſucceeded beſt; 
As men hit righteſt, when they ſhoot 1n jeſt. 20 
Vet, if we may preſumeto blame our guides, 
Aud cenſure thoſe who cenſur'dall beſides , 
In all things elſe they juſtly are preferr'd , 
In this alone methinks the Ancients err'd ; 
Againſt the groſſeſt follies they declaim , 25 
Hard they purſue , but hunt ignoble game. 
Nothing is eaſier than ſuch blots to hit, 
And bur the talent of a vulgar wit: 
Beſides tis labour loſt; for who would teach 
W------y to write, or T------- to preach ? 30 
Tis being devout at play, wiſe at a Ball, 
Or bringing wit and friendſhip to Whitehall. 

But, with ſharp eyes thoſe nicer faults to find, 
Whichlie obſcurely in the wiſeſt mind, | 
That little ſpeck, which all the reſt will foil, » 3h 
To waſh off this, would be a noble toil; 
Beyond the looſe-writ libels of this age, 


Or the forc'd ſcenes of our declining ſtage: 
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l ESSAY on SATYRE. 7 

dove the reach of ev'ry little Mitt. 

uno yet will ſmile to ſee a greater hit. 40 

nut evn the greateſt, tho expos'd the moſt, 

oc uch correction ſhou'd have cauſe to boaſt; 

I In ſuch a Satyre they might court a ſhare , 

And cach vain Fool would fancy he was there, 

bold Story-tellers then will pine, and die, 

ro find their antiquated wit laid bj: 45 

L ixe her who miſs'd her name in a Lampoon, 

1 And ſigh'd, to find her ſelfdecay'd ſo ſooon. 

No common Coxcomb muſt be mention'd here, 

Nor the dull train of dancing Sparks appear; 

No feather'd Officers who never fight;  35o 

WE Offuch a wretched rabble who would write! 

Much leſs half. wits; that's more againſt our rules; 

Por they are Fops, the others are but Fools: 

WW Who would not be as filly as D----r, 1 

or dull as W----ly, rather than Sir C----r? 355 

= Thecunning Courtier ſhould be ſlighted too, 

Who with dullknayery makes ſo much ado, 

Till the ſhrewd fool by thriving too too faſt, 

Like Eſop's fox, becomes a prey at laſt. 

Nor ſhould the Royal Miſtreſſes be nam'd; 60 

Too ugly, or too eaſy to be blam'd; 

With whom each rhiming fool keeps ſuch a pother, 

They are as common that way, as the other: 

While ſauntring Charles betwixt ſo mean a brace, 

Meets with diſſembling ſtill in either place, | 

3) Affected humour, ora painted face. = 
In loyal libels we have often told him 67 
How one has jilted him, the other ſold him, 

| | | Ho 


60 ESSAY on SATYRE. 
How that affects to laugh, and this to weep; 
But who ſo long can rail, as he can keep ? 
Was ever Prince by two at once mis: led, 
Fooliſh , and falſe, ill-natur'd and ill-bred? 
E. 9 and A y, with all the race 
Offormal blockheads ſhall have here no place; 
At Council ſet, as foils, on Danby's ſcore, 
To make that great falſe jewel ſhine the more; 
Who all the while is thought exceeding wiſe, 
Only for taking pains, and telling lyes. 

But there's no medling with ſuch nauſeous men, 5 
Their very names have tir'd my nicer pen; 0 
Tis time to quit their company, and chuſe 7 

Some nobler ſubject for a ſharper Muſe. 

And firſt behold the merrieſt man alive 

Againſt his careleſs genius vainly ſtrive ; 

Quit his dear eaſe ſome deep deſign tolay, 

Appoint the hour , and then forget the day. 
Yet he will laugh, ev'n at his friends, and be 
Juſt as good company as Nokes, or Lee; 

But when he would the Court, or Nation rule, 5 
He turns himſelf the beſt to ridicule. 90 
When ſerious, few for great affairs more fit, | 
But ſhew him mirth , and bait that mirth with wit, 
That ſhadow of a jeſt ſhall be enjoyed, 

Tho he leſt all mankind to be deſtroyed. 

So puſs transform'd ſate like a mumping Bride, 

Penſive and prudent , till the Mouſe ſhe ſpy'd; 96 
But ſoon the Lady had him in her eye 
And from the board did juſt as odly fly. 
Straining above our Nature does no good; 
We muſt ſink back to our old flesh and blood. 
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ESSAY on SATYRE. 

As by our little Machiavel * we find 

WT hat nimbleſt creature ofthe buſy kind: 
nis legs are crippled , and his body ſhakes, 
vet his bold mind, that all this buſtle makes, 
No pity of its poor companion takes; 
what gravity can hold from laughing out, 
ro ſee that lug his feeble limbs about? 

L ixke hounds ill coupled, Fowler is too ſtrong, 
ne jades poor Trip, and drags him all along. 
rris ſuch a cruelty as ne er was known, 
To uſe a body thus, tho tis ones own. 
Vet this vain comfort in his mind he keeps; 
His ſoul is ſoaring , while his body creeps. 
Alas! that ſoaring , to thoſe few who know, 
ls but a buſy flutt'ring here below. 

o viſionary brains aſcend the sky, 


5 And ſo late Fops have fancy'd they can fly. 


And wit enough to laugh at his own ways; 
vet loſes all ſoft days, and ſenſual nights, 
0 
striving againſt his quiet all he can, 

For the finenotion ofa buſy man : - 

And what is that at beſt, but one whoſe mind 
ls made to vex himſelf, and all mankind? 
Drudging for wealth, a Courtierlet him live; 
For, if ſome odd fantaſtick Lord will drive 
Ahackney Coach, and meaner buſineſs do, 


But is there any other beaſt alive, 
Can his own harm ſo wittily contrive? 
E. of Shaftibury, f Eſſex, 


While on the ground entranc'd the wretches lie. 


WKind nature checks, and kinder fortune lights , 
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Next, our new Earl | with parts deſerving praiſe ; 
120 


125 


I We ſhould both pay him, and admire him too. 230 


Will 


62 ESSAY on SATYRE. 
Will any dog, that has his teeth and ſtones, 
Refin'dly leave his bitches and his bones , | 
To turn a wheel, and bark to beemploy'd, 13; 
While Venus is by rival dogs enjoy'd ? | 
Yet this vain man, to geta Statesman's name, 
Forfeits his friends, his freedom, and his fame. 
Tho' Satyre nicely writ z no folly ſtings 1 
But theirs , who merit praiſe for other things: 16 
Yet we muſt needs this one exception make, 3 
And break our rule for ſilly Tropo's ſake ; 
Who lately too much ſcorn'd to be accus'd, 
Now therefore ſcarce deſerves to be abus'd. 7 
Rais'd only by a mercenary tongue 14; 
For railing ſmoothly, and for reaſoning wrong. 
As boys on holidays, letlooſeto play, 
Halloo a ſtumbling jade in ſlipp'ry way; © 
Then laugh to ſee in dirt and deep diſtreſs 
Some awkard Cit in her flowr'd fooliſh dreſs ; 
Such mighty ſatisfaction have I found, 
To fee this tinſell Eloquence a- ground. 
The florid gravity we often ſaw 
Baffled by common whiflers of the law. 
For ſenſe ſits ſilent, and condemns for weaker 
The finer , nay ſometimes the wittier ſpeaker, 
So odd a mixture no man elſe affords ; 
Such ſcarcity of ſenſe ; ſuch choice of words; 
At Bar abuſive, on the Bench unable, 
Knave on the wool - ſack, Fop at council -table. 160 
But theſe are Politicians , ſuch as would 
Be rather high than honeſt, great than good. 
Another ſort of wits ſhall now be ſhown, 
Whoſe harmleſs foibles hurt themſelves alone 


Who 


Who think exceſs of luxury can pleaſe , "7 $6 
WA nd lazineſs call loving of their eaſe; 5 
pleaſure and indolence their only aim; 
yet their whole life's but intermitting pain. 
uch head-achs, ſurfeits, ails, their days divide, 
WET hey ſcarce perceive the little time beſide. 170 
= Well-meaning men, who make this groſs miſtake; 
Y And pleaſure loſe, only for pleaſure's ſake !: 
ach pleaſure hath its price, and when we pay 
ET oo much of pain, we ſquander life away. 
Thus Df purring like a thoughtfull cat, 175 
P larry'd, (but wiſer puſs ne'er thinks on that) 
Like Pembroke's dog, fierce at his fondeſt time, 
t once he wooes, and worries her in rhime; 
ro gain her love, expoſes all her life, | 
WA tceming widow, but a barren wife. 180 
With tame ſubmiſſion to the will of Fate, 
Naelugg'd about the matrimonial weight; 
WT ill Fortune, blindly kind as well as he, 
Has ill reftor'd him to his liberty; 
hat is, to live in his old idle wax 185 
moaking all night, and dozing all the day, 
Pull as Ned Howard, whom his brisker time 
Nad fam'd for nonſenſe in im mortal rhime. 

Mulgrave had much ado to ſcape the ſnare, 
Tho! vers'd in all thoſe arts that cheat the fair. 190 
Beauty and wit had ſeiz'd his heart fo faſt, 
That Numps himſelfſeem'd in the ftocks at laſt. 
Old injur'd parents dry'd their weeping eyes, 
In hopes to ſee this Pirate made a prize; 
Th impatient town waited the wiſh d for change 
nd Cuckolds ſneer'd in hopes of ſweet revenge; 196 

| Till 
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What tender thoughts his harden'd heart can move, 


For never Hermit under grave pretence 


Vet not for con verſe ſafè, or buſineſs fit. 


Himſelf alone _ ill effects will find: 


64 ESSAY on SATYRE. 


Till his ambition ſet his love afide , | | 7 
And ſav'd him, not by prudence , but by pride. 


Who for a ſhadow quits ſubſtantial love? 200 
And little * Sid for ſimile renown'd , 

Pleaſure has always ſought, but ſeldom found. 

Tho' wine and women are his only care, 

Of both he takes a lamentable ſhare. 

The flesh he lives on, is too rank and ſtrong:? 20; 

His meat and Miſtreſſes are kept too long. 

But, ſure, we all miſtake the pious man, 

Who mortifies his perſon all he can; 

And what the world counts lewdneſs, vice, and ſin, 

Are penances of this odd Capuchin : 216 


Hasliv'd more contrary to common ſenſe. 
Expecting ſupper is his chief delight; 
Like any labourer, ourlittle Knight 
Toils all the day , but to be drunk at night ; 
When o'er his cups this night · bird chirping fits, 216 
Till he takes Huett and Jack Hall for wits, 

Laſt enter Rocheſter, of ſprightly wit, 


. 


Mean in each action, led in every limb, 220 
Manners themſelves are miſchievous in him. 

A gloſs he gives to ev'ry foul deſign, 

And we muſt own his very vices ſhine. 

But of this odd ill-nature to mankind 225 


80 


. Remarkable for making 22885 & proper ſimiles on all 
ons. 
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ESSAY on SATYRE. 67 
WE envious Hags in vain their witchcraft try, 

Neet for intended miſchief juſtly die. 

or what a Beſſus has he always liv'd, 

nd his own kickings notably contriv'd ? 230 
Hor (there's the folly that's ſtill mix'd with fear) 

BC owards more blows than any Heroes bear. 

WO fighting ſparks Fame may her pleaſure ſay; 

WB ut 'tis a bolder thing to run away. | 
e world may well forgive him all his ill, 23g 
or ev'ry fault does prove his penance ſtill. | 

afily he fallsinto ſome dang'rous nooſe, 

Ind then as meanly labours to get looſe : 

life ſo infamous is better quitting, _ 

5 Dent in baſe injuring, and low ſubmitting. 240 
How weak, and yet how vain a thing is man, 
lean what he will, endeavour what he can! 
who deſign'd to beſo wondrous wiſe, 

erceive at laſt where the great folly lies: 

WV hile others weakneſs is ſo gravely ſhown, 245 
W'heir fame we ruin, but to raiſe our own; 

Fhat we may Angels ſeem, we paint them elves; 3 
ud write but ſatyrs, to ſet up our ſelves. 

Hho' to my ſelf this task appear'd ſo nice, 
That ev'n the Ancients ſeem'd to want advice; 256 
With ſtrength unequal I have dar'd to climb 

That lofty height unreach'd in former time. 
Ko wonder in the bold attempt! fall, 

Ind this too late to my remembrance call 
yLearnto write well, or not to write at all. | 
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66 ESSAY on POETRY. 
e 1 
As Es54vy on po E TRY. f | 

F al thoſe arts in EI the wiſe excell, | i { 


Natures chief maſter-piece is writing well. 
No writing lifts exalted man ſo high 
As ſacred & ſoul-moving Poeſy. 3 
No kind of work requires ſo nice a touch; 1 
And, if well finiſh'd , nothing ſhines ſo much. 1 
But Heav'n forbid _ ſhould be ſo prophane , 
To grace the vulgar with that noble name. 
Tis not a flaſh of fancy, which ſometimes, 1 
Dazling our minds, ſets off the lighteſt rhy mes; vs 
Bright as a blaze, but in a moment done; z 
True Wit is everlaſting , like the Sun; 
Which, tho' ſometimes behind a cloud retir'd : 
Breaks out again, and is by all admir'd. = 
Number and Rhyme, and that harmonious ſound, | 
Which not the niceſtear with harſhneſs wound , 5 
Are neceſſary, yet but vulgar arts; 
And all in vain theſe ſuperficial parts 
Contribute to the ſtructure of the whole, 
Without a Genius too, for that's the Soul: 
A Spirit which inſpires the work throughout, 
As that of Nature moves the world about: 
A flame that glows amidit conceptions fit , 
Even ſomething of Divine, and more than Wit ; 
It ſelf unſeen, yet all things by it ſhown , 1 
Deſcribing all men, but deſcrib'd by none, 


Whe 


ern doſt thou dwell ? What caverns of the brain 

Can ſuch a vaſt and mighty thing contain? 

= When I, at vacant hours, in vain thy abſence mourn, 
oO where doſt thou retire? And why doſt thou return 
Sometimes with pow'rful charms to hurry me away 
rom pleaſures of the night, and buſneſs of the Day? 
nen now too far tranſported, Iam fain 

ro check thy courſe, and uſe the needful rein. 
as all is dulneſs, when the Fancy's bad; 35 
so, without Judgment, Fancy is but mad; 

| : And Judgment has a boundleſs influence, 

Not only in the choice of words or ſenſe, 

hut on the World, on Manners, and on Men: 

E Fancy is but the feather of the pen. 40 
Reaſon is that ſubſtantial uſeful part, 

which gains the head, while d' other wins the heart. 


Here! ſhould all the various ſorts of Verſe : 
And the whole Art of Poetry rehearſe :_ 

| But who that task would after Horace do? 45 
The beſt of Maſters and examples too! 

Echoes at beſt; all we can ſay is vain, 

Dull the deſign, and fruitleſs were the pain: 

EF Tis true, the Ancients we may rob with eaſe; 
But who with that mean ſhift himſelf can pleaſe? 50 
without an Actor's pride, aPlayer's art 

Is above his who writes a borrow'd part. 

vet modern Laws are made for later faults, 

And new abſurdities inſpire new thoughts... 
What need has Satyr then to live on _ 
When ſo much freſh * ſtillis ms - 
E A2 
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68 ESSAY on POETRY. " 
Fertile ourſoil, and full ofrankeſt weeds , Af 
And Monſters worſe than ever Nilus breeds. „ 
But hold, the fool ſhall have no cauſe to fear; * 8 
Tis WirandSenfe thatis the ſubjecthere, 6 
Defects of witty men deſerve a cure; 

And thoſe who are ſo, will ev n this endure. 
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"Irſt then of 8 whi chnow ſo much abound, 

Without his Song no Fop is to be found; 
A moſt offenſive weapon, which hedraws 6; 
On all he meets, againſt « Apollo's laws. 
Tho' nothing ſeems more eaſy, yet no part 
Of Poetry requires a nicer art; 
For as in rows of richeſt Pearl there lies | 
Many a blemiſh that eſeapes our eyes, 70 
The leaſt of which defects is plainly ſhown 
In one ſmall Ring, and brings the value down. 
So Songs ſhoutd be to juſt perfection wrought : 
Vet where can one be ſeen without a fault: 
Exact propriety of words and thought; 75 
Expreſſion eaſy, and the fancy high ;' 
Vet that not ſeem to creep, nor this to fly; 
No words tranſpos d, but in ſuch order all, 
As, wfought with care yet ſeem by chance to fall. 
Here, as in i all things elſe, is moſtunfit 80 
Bare Ribaldry', 8 that poor preten ce to Wit. | 
Such nauſeous Songs by a late Author f made, 


Call an 1 cenſure on his ſhade, 1 
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ESSAY on POETRY. "'S - 
| Not that warm thoughts of the tanſpölting joy, 

Can ſhock the chaſteſt, or the niceſt eloj; 835 
But words obſcene, too groſs to move deſire, 
Like heaps of fuel only choak the fire. 


By On other themes he well deſerves our praiſe 
But palls that appetite he meant to raiſe, Eds 
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Ext Elegy, of ſweet but ſolemn voice; 90 
And of a ſubject grave, exacts the choice: * 
The praiſe of Beauty, Valour, Wit contains; 
And there too oft deſpairing Love complains. 
In vain, alas! for who by Wit is mov'd? 
hat Phoenix ſhe deſerves to be belov d. 95 
But noiſy nonſenſe , and ſuch Fops as vex 
Mankind, take moſt with that fantaſtic Sex. 
WT This to the praiſe of thoſe who better knew, 
W The many raiſe the value of the few. 
But here, as all our Sex too oft have try'd , oo 
Women have drawn my wand'ring thoughts aſide. 
heir greateſt fault, who in this kind have writ , 
ls not defect in words, or want of wit: | 
But ſhould this Muſe harmonious numbers yield, 
And ev'ry couplet be with fancy fill d, 105 
If yet a juſt coherence be not made 
zetween each thought, and the whole model laid 
bo right, that ev'ry line may higher riſe, 
Like goodly mountains, till they reach the skies; 
uch trifles may perhaps of late have paſt, 110 


And may be lik d a while, but never laſt. 5 
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Tis E Epigram „tis Point, 'tis what you will; 
But not an Elegy „ nor writ with skill; 
No * Panegyric „nora bi Cooper J Hill. 


„ 


3 fli ioht , and of a happier force, Its 

Are Odes, the Muſes moſt unruly horſe, 
That bounds ſo fie rce, the Rider has no reſt, 
Here foams at mouth, and moves like one poſſeſt. MY 
The Poet here mult be indeed inſpir'd, 12: 
With fury too, as well as fancy fir'd. 0 
Cowley might boaſt to have perform'd this part , 
Had he with Nature join'd the rules of Art; 
But ſometimes diction mean or verſe ill wrought 
Deadens or clouds his noble flame of thought, 3 
Tho' all appear in heat and fury done , 1 
The language ſlill muſt ſoft and eaſy run. 4 
Theſe laws may found alittle too ſevere ; - 
But Judgment yields , and fancy governs here - = 
Which, tho' extravagant, this Muſe allows, 
And makes the work much eaſier than it ſhows, 13M 
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F all the ways that wiſeſt Men could find, 

To mend the Age, and mortify Mankind, 
SATIRE well writ has molt ſucceſsful prov'd, 
And cures becauſe the remedy is lov'd. 1 
Tis hard to write on ſuch a ſubject more, 1 
Without repeating things ſaid oft before, : 
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Some vulgar errors only we'll — , 

ST hit fin a Beauty which we ſo much love. 
ofchoſen words ſome take not care enough, 

and think they ſhould be, as the ſubject, rough. 140 
WET his poem muſt be more exactly made 
And ſharpeſt thoughts in ſmootheſt words me . 
Wome think, if ſnarp enough, they cannot fail, 

Ns if their only bus'neſs was to rail: " 

Hut humane trailty nicely to unfold , Pa 
Liſtinguiſhes a Satyr from a Scold. 

Hage you muſt hide, and prejudice lay down ; 

We Satyr's ſmile is ſharper than his frown : © 

o, while you ſeem to ſlight ſome rival Youth , 
alice it ſelf may paſs ſometimes for truth. 150 
WT he * Laureat here may juſtly claim our praiſe , 
rown'd f by Mack-Fleckno with immortal Bays ; 

BJ Tho' prais'd and puniſh'd for another's Rhimes, 

is own deſerve as great applanſe ſometimes. 

et once his Pegaſus has born dead weight, 125 
Ni by ſome lumpiſh Miniſters of State. 

Here reſt, my Muſe, ſuſpend thy cares a * 
A more important task attends thy toil. 

as ſome young Eagle that deſigns to fly 

Along unwonted journey thro' the sky, 230 
EW cighs all the dangerous enterpriſe before, 
'er what wide lands and ſeas (he is to ſoar;, _ 

5 £4 7 mon 
Mr. Dry den. 


+ A 3 Satyr ical Poem of his. 
+ The Eſſay on Satyre , for which Mr. Dryden was both ap- 


: matter. Theſe two lines are left out in the laſt Edition. 
** His Poem called. the Hind and Panther. 


lauded and beaten , tho” not only innocent but ignorait of the mh 
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aa 7% RENE on ronrRv. 
Doubts her own ſtrength ſo far, and juſtly Ca I 
That loſty road of airy traveller? 'F 
But yet incited by ſome bold deſign, 3 3 
That does her hopes beyond her fears incline; | 0 
Prunes ev ry feather, views herſelf with care, 
At laſt reſolv'd, ſhe cleaves the Tielding nir. m_ 
Away ſhe flies, ſoſtrong, ſo high, ſo faſt, Y 
dhe leſſens to us, and is loſt at laſt, e 10 1 


So [ tho' too weak for ſuch a weighty thi ng 9 I 
The Muſe inſpires a ſharper note to ſing: = 
And why ſhould Truth offend, when only told Mil 
To guide the ignorant, and warn the bold? 145 
Onthen, my Muſe, advent'rouſly engage 
To give inſtructions that concern the Stage. l 4 
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He Unities of Action, Time, and Place, 
Which, if obſerv'd, give Plays ſo great a grace, 
Are , tho but little practis'd, too well known 
To be taught here, where we pretend alone 
From nicer faults to purge the preſent Age, 151 
Leſs obvious errors ofthe Engliſo Stage, 


Firſt then, Soliloquies had need be few, 
Extreamly ſhort, and ſpoke in paſſion too. 
Our Lovers talking to themſelves, for want 15; 
Ofotiers, make the Pit their Confident ; 
Nor is the matter mended yet, if thus 
They truſt a Friend, only to tell it us. 
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| Thr occaſion ſhould as naturally fall N 
As when * Bellario confeſſes all. 1 1 {AT i 
Figures of ſpeech , which Poets think ſo fine * 
l Art's needleſs varniſh, ta make Nature ſhine] 
Are all but paint upon a beauteous face, 
And in Deſcriptions only claim a place: 2 
nut to make Rage declaim , and Grief diſcourſe, 5 
4 from Lovers in deſpair fine things to force, 166 
àuiuſt needs ſucceed ; for who can chuſe but pity 
= A dying Hero miſerably witty? - 
But oh! the Dialogues, where jeſt and mock . 
WF 15 held up, like a reſt at Shittle- cock f = 
We Or clſe , like bells, eternally they chime; _ 
They ſigh in Simile, and die in Mime. 
what things are theſe who. would be Poets thouglit , 
Buy Nature not inſpir'd , nor Learning taught? 
some wit they have, and therefore may deſerve. 
BA better courſe than this by which they ſtarve. 176 
hut to write Piays! why, tis a bold pretence 
bY Judgment, Breeding, Wit, and Eloquence: 
Nay more, for they muſt look within to md... 
WT T hoſe ſecret turns of Nature in the mind. 170 
without this part, in vain would be the whole, 
And but a body all without a ſoul. 
WT Allthis united yet but makes a patt 
Of Dialogue, that great and pow'rful art, 174 
Now almoſt loſt, which the old Grecians knew, 
From whom the Romans fainter copies drew, 
Scarce comprehended fince but by a few. 2 
5 E 5 Plato 
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In Philaſter, a Play of Beaumont 'and Fletcher. 


24 ESSAY on POETRY. 
Plato and Lucian are the beſt remains 
Ofall the wonders which this Art contains: 


Yet to our ſelves we juſtice muſt allow, 1,0 
Shakeſpear and Fletcher are the wondersnow. i 
Conſider them, and read them o'er and o'er, 1 


Go ſee them play d, then read them as before; 
For tho' in many things they groſly fail, Z 
Over our paſſions ſtill they ſo prevail, 1; 
That our own grief by theits i isrock'd aſleep : 2 
The dull are forc'dto feel the wiſe to weep. 2 


Me CE SEE. nh 


Their beauties imitate, avoid their faults, \þ 
Firſt on a Plot employ thy careful thoughts; A 
Turn it with time a thouſand ſeveral ways: 70: 


This oft alone has giv'n ſucceſs to Plays. 

Reject that vulgar error, which appears 

So fair, of making perfect characters: 
There's no ſuch thing in Nature, and you'll draw 

A faultleſs Monſter, which the world ne'er ſaw. 

Some faults muſt be, that his misfortunes drew, 

But ſuch as may deſerve compaſſion too. 19 

Beſides the main deſign compos'd with art, 

Each moving Scene muſt be a Plot apart. - 

Contrive each little turn, markev'ry place, 20 = 

As Painters firſt chalk out the future face: © '7 

Yet be not fondly your own Slave for this; 

But change hereafter what appears amiſs. 

Think not ſo much where ſhining thoughts to place, 

As what a Man would ſay inſuchacaſe, 2% 

Neither in Comedy will this ſuffice 

The Player too muſt be before your eyes; 

And tho tis drudgery to ſtoop ſo low, 

To him you muſt your ſecret meaning ſhow. 
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ESSAY on POETRY. 575 


Expoſe no ſingle Fop, but lay the load 210 
ore equally , and ſpread the folly broad. 35 
ere Coxcombs are too obvious, oft we ſee 

Fool derided by as bad as he, 

Hawks fly at nobler game; in this low way | 

very Owl may prove a Bird of prey. 215 
nal Poets thus will one poor Fop devour; 12 

WB ut to collect, like Bees, from ey TY. flow'r, 

WW ngredicnts to compoſe that precious juice, 

WV hich ſerves the world for pleaſure and for uſe, 

| 3 n ſpite of faction, this would favour get; 220 
WBut * Fa//aff ſtands inimitable yet. 


$; 


00 


D | Another fault which often may befal, 
, when the Wit of ſome great Poet ſhall 
Wo overflow , that is, be none at all; 

1 , A even his} Fools ſpeak ſenſe , as if aa 
once the juſtneſs of each part be lat, : 
Well we may laugh, but at the Poet's coſt. 
hat filly thing men call ſheer-wit , avoid, 
Witch which our Age ſo nauſeoufly is cloy'd. 
umour is all, Wit ſhould be only brought 
o turn agreeably ſome proper thought. 

ut ſince the Poets we of late have known , 
Phine in no dreſs ſo much as in their own; 
Frhe better by example to convince, 

Walt but a view on this wrong ſide of ſenſe. 


An admirable Character in ſomo Plays of Shakeſj pear. 
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Firſt a Soliloquy is calmly made, 2 
Where ev'ry reaſon is exactly wei igh'd; | 1 
Which onee perform'd, moſt opportunely comes 
Some Hero frighted at the noiſe of drums, 20 
For her ſweet ſake , whom at firſt ſight he loves, 
And all in Metaphor his paſſion proves; 

But ſome ſad accident, tho* yet unknown, 
Parting this pair, to leave the Swain alone; 

He ſtreight grows jealous, tho' we know not why, 
Then, tooblige his Rival, needs will die: 23 
But firſt he makes a ſpeech, wherein he tells | 
The abſent Nymph ; how much his flame excels, 
And yet bequeaths her generouſly now . 
To that lov'd Rival whom he does not know; 11; os 
Who ſtreight appears, but who can Fate withſtand i 
Too late, alas ! to hold his haſty hand, 

That juſt has giv'n himſelf the cruel ſtroke , 
At which his very Rival's heart is broke; z 
He more to his new Friend than Miſtreſs kind, 25. 
Moſt ſadly mourns at being left behind ; T 
Ofſuch a death prefers the pleaſing charms 
Fo Love, and living in a Lady's arms. 
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What ſhameful, & what monſt'rous things are theſe : 
And then they railat thoſe they cannot pleaſe ; 20% 
Conclude us only partial to the dead: = 
And grudge the Sign of old Ben. ohnſon's head: 
When the intrinſic value of the Stage 

Can ſcarce be judg'd, but by a following Age; 
For Dances, Flutes, Halian Songs, and Rhime, 


May keep up ſinkiug nonſenſe for a time. 1 
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1 ut that muſt fail, which now ſo much O er rules, 
ad ſenſe no longer will ſubmit to Fools. 


4 1 T — 
7 Y painful ſteps at laſt we labour up 
VO parrnaſſus hill, on whoſe bright airy top 270 
He Erxck Po xs ſo divinely ſhow, 
Nad with juſt pride behold the reſt below. 
eroic Poems have a jult pretence 
Yo be the utmoſt ſtretch of humane ſenſe ; 
work of ſuch ineſtimable worth, 275 
here are but two the World has yet brought forth, 
Nou x and V IR6G1L ! with what ſacred aw 
WD o thoſe meer ſounds the worlds attention draw! 
Nuſt as a changeling ſeems below the reſt 
fen, or rather is a two legg'd beaſt, 280 
Wo theſe gigantie Souls, amaz'd, we find 
11 much above the reſt of human kind! 
Nature's whole ſtrength united, endleſs Fame, 

nd univerſal ſhouts attend their name. 
Read Homer once, and you can read no more, 285 
For all Books elſe appear ſo mean ſo poor, 
W crſc will ſeem proſe; but ſtill perſiſt to read, 
\nd Homer will be all the Books you need, 
Had * Boſſu never writ, the world had ſtill, 
Like Indians, view'd this wondrous piece of skill ; 
s ſomething of Divine the work admir'd, 29x 

ot hop'dto be inſtructed but inſpir'd : . 
. | And 
266 
But 


A. late celebrated French Author, who in his excellent Treatiſe 
Epick Pvetty , drew all his Examples from Ho MER. 


758 ESSAY on POETRY. 
But he, diſcloſing ſacred Myſteries 1 
Has ſhewn where all the mighty Magick lies 2 
Deſcrib'd the ſeeds, and in what order ſown, 29 5 
That have to ſuch a vaſt proportion grown. ; 
Sure from ſome Angel he this ſecret knew , 5 
Who thro' this Labyrinth has lent the clue. 7 
But what, alas! avails it poor Mankind, 
Toſeethis promis'd Land, yet ſtay behind? 
The way is ſhewn , but who has ſtrength to go? 
Who can all Sciences profoundly know? 
Whoſe Fancy flies beyond weak Reaſon's ſight „ 
And yet has Judgment to direct it right? ? 
{| Whole juſt diſcernement , Yirgil-like, is ſuch „ 9 F 
| Never to ſay too little, or too much? Vi 


on 
Let ſuch a Man begin without delay; Wo: 
But he muſt do beyond what I can ſay ; WEncc 


Muſt above Taſſo's lofty flights prevail, os 


orn. 
Succeed * Spenſer , & even Ailton fail. f . 
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| | „Is faid, that Favourite, Mankind, 

* Was made the Lord of all below; ; 
ut yet the () doubtful are () concern'd to find; 
Be | . | | x Tis 
\ ; 


\ 


= (a) The doubtful. ] In} which number are comprehended 
l the Sceptics of both ſorts. viz. they who without much 
onſideration are apt to ſlight the holy Bible, and all reli- 
ion depending on it, becauſe they have neither the pati- 
Ince, nor the parts, to examine any thing throughly ; and 
Wthers more modeſt, who would on ſeveral accounts accept 
Whoſe doarines which are taught us, if their judgment in- 
Formed by a well-meaning and induſtrious inquiry (which 
Ws all that God has given us for our guide) did notperceive, 
In ſome of them at leaſt, a manifeſt abſurdity; apprehending 
Wlſo a kind of impiety in believing things inconſiſtent, not 
only with common ſenſe , but with that reverend notion we 
Dught to have of the Deity. They conceive it to be one of 
Whoſe abſurdities, that a poor animal call'd a Man, ſhouldbe 
Inveſted by God with a right of deſpotick dominion over all 
Ihe reſt of the Creation, when all the while we are but too 
lainly ſenſible of being unable to comprehend rightly the 
Winureſt part of it. Should we not ( ſay they) underyalue and 
Waugh at one of our ſelves, for giying a large patrimony to a 
dooby ion, without inſtructing or breeding him up to under- 
tand or enjoy it? But when no other anſwer is to be well 
ade, the reply to all is, that, as odd as this apears, yet 
od has done it, and therefore we ought to believe it well 
lone, and highly prudent ; which moſt certainly is a true 
onſequence, if the premiſſes were right ; but that will be 
mined impartially in the following Notes. | 
(b} concern d.] A word of a double ſignification, both of 


being 
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80 ODE on BRUTUS. 
'Tis (e) only one Man tells another ſo, 
. And for this great Dominion here, 
Which over other Beaſts we claim, 
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being intereſted in a buſineſs , and of being troubled at ar 
ill ſucceſs of it. The word in this place implies both; firſt, 
becaule the doubtful are a part of Mankind who claim thi 
dominion, and ſo are reaſonably inquiſitive about it; and 
ſecondly', becauſe they have occaſion to be troubled upon 
finding their title to it ſo very weak, after ſo much wealti 
and blood ſpent in the controverſy *Tis well too, if wear 
not one day calPd to account, and made to pay dear eo; 
for ſo contentious a quarrel. 
(cc) Only one man.] Here now comes properly the examins- 
tion of what groudids they goon, who pretend that God hy 
done us this great honour , and that therefore we ought ty 
believe it well and wiſely done, whatever incongruitics may 
-apear in it; which is a conſequence that muſt certainly b 
4 0 to, if the firſt part can be as well made out: but ala 
( ay our Sceptics) when we come to that, inſtead of a proof, 
there is nothing produced but one poor text in Genelis, 
whether written by Moſes or ſome other man (for that is noy 
diſputed among Divines themſelves ) is of no importance, 
| ſince a man ſtill, one of our own imperfect, unknowing 
kind; and, if he is to be credited on his ſingle word againtt 
all our ſenſe and reaſon in a thing alſo that ſeems to detogate 
ſo much from the infinite wisdom of divine Providence, ſure 
there is need firſt of proving him. infallible ; whereas all the 
proof of that is only derived by tradition from other men 
ſtill, who therefore cannot certify for one another. *Tis faid 
alſo by theſe Sceptics, that *tis worth our obſerving , ho 
the Author of this text of man's dominion over all other 
creatures has written another very extraordinary one, viz. that 
God walked inthe garden of Edenin the cool of the evening 
which, if excus'd on the account of being only a figurative 
expreſſion , yet much invalidates a narration of ſuch a val 
importance, that Tropes and figures ſeem a little improper'in 
it, Divines are unwilling to ſave its credit by the difficulty of 
our underſtanding the Hebrew tongue . ( tho” no ill excuſe, 
ſince it is allowed to be ſometimes nnintelligible ) for feu 
of their adverſaries making the ſame objection to other texts 
as extraordinary, and perhaps to all the old teſtament. Upon 
the whole matter, and to end ſo tedious a Note, tis prob: 


ble the wiſe author of Geneſis, for reaſons that might be 
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Reaſon, our beſt credential does appear; 
By which indeed we domin cer; 
ut how abſurdly , we may ſee with ſhname. 
Reaſon , that ſolemn trifle ! light as air! 10 
driven up & down by cenſure, (e) or applauſe: 

By partial love, away 'tis blown; | 
dr the leaſt prejudice can VIS it down ; 


| 


Thus 


ven, and many more which we now cannot gueſs at, had 
und it fit and neceſſary to infuſe this opinion of man's ſu- 
eriority into the Jews. And who knows but it was as needful 
encourage them againſt the beaſts of a wilderneſs in which 
ey wander'd ſo long, as againſt the Kings of canaan; whom 
%s, like a wiſe leader, aſſured them before hand, the Lord 
ould deliver into their hands. _ 
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is opinion may not apear convincing , Divines have added 
Yet of Reaſon, and ſet it up to be not only an inſtance, but 

evidence of our title over all things; as being a particular 
lent and bleſſing beſtowed on mankind alone. But the 
eptics evade this again; firit, by denying that *tis a talent 


With it , at leaſt ro ſome degree ; and, if that degree be 
Wund inferior, yet the difference ſeems as great ſometimes 
Wrween one man and another, and (perhaps — may ſay 
errily ) even between themſelves and their adverſaries : 

dndly, they find this Reaſon to be ſuch a narrow, miſleading, 
certain faculty, that in their opinion 'tis much unworthy 
f being the great credential from the moſt high God for 
omineering over all our fellow creatures, who indeed ſeem 
ither to owe us, nor pay us obedience. And if the boldeſt 
aintainer of this opinion would be perſuaded to take a walk 
Ito a wilderneſs of wild beaſts, ſhewing his credential among 
dem; tis probable they would all pay as great a ſubmiſſion 
d it, as ſuch a rational action deſery*d. [ps 


eral, is enough to carry away the opinion of moſt people, 
ho judge more by the ear, than the eye; of which there 
e ridiculous inſtances enough. 1 have ſeen a man who was 
gopular, not only excuſed but applauded, on account of the 

ry ſame action for which another lay juſtly under a publick 


um, . | 


ODE on'BR UTUS,.* 81 


d) Reaſon. ] Leſt their aforeſaid argument in defence of 


culiar to man, ſince other animals appear manifeſtly endued 


ſe- 


(e) cenſure, or applauſe. | Either of theſe, if any thing ge- P 
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Thus our high privilege becomes our ſnare. 0) 


And gild their eloquence with praiſe (g) of him. 


tate; yet even among us, how many people o | 
- have ſuffer*d and fought out death on ſeveral accounts, ti 


82 ODE on BRU TUS. 


In any nice, and weighty cauſe, 
How weak at beſt is Reaſon ! yet the Grave 
Impoſe on that ſmall judgment which we have. 

. g II. : | 
In all thoſe Wits, whoſe names have ſpread ſo wide, 

And ev'n the force of Time defy'd , - 

Some failings yet may bedeſcry'd. vo 
Among the reſt, with wonder be it told, . 

That Brutus is admir'd for Cæſar's death; . 
By which he yet ſurvives in Fames immortal brei 

Brutus! e v'n he, of all the reſt, | . 
In whom we ſhou'd that deed the moſt deteſt, 2 
Is of Mankind eſteem'd the beſt, 
As Snow deſcending from ſome lofty hill, 
Is by its rolling courſe augmenting ftill; | 
So from illuſtrious Authors down have roll'd 
Thoſe great encomiums he receiv'd of old: 
Republick Orators ſtil] ſhew eſteem , 


Buß 


/) Cnare.] If we did not truſt ſo much to this noble facul 
of reaſon, but chiefly to our ſenſes as other creatures do; 
ſhould be no more decieved than they are, who ſeldom ply 
the fool and hurt themſelves by their profound conſideration 
as many a wiſe man does. Was any beaſt ever ſeen to la 
chearfully into a fire, like the widows and ſlaves in Indi 
Which tho? wives in theſe parts are not eee ee apt to im 

all religiut 


are not much leſs unreaſonable. | 

(C) Praiſe. | I believe no man had ever a greater reputati 
than Brutus, not only for learning, parts, and elaquenct 
but for a quality above all tbat, moral honeſty : whole glu 
therefore 1 would by no means endeavour to leſſen, except 


op; on BRUTUS: 83 
But Truth unvail'd, like a bright Sun appears, 
To ſhine away this heap of fey'nteen hundred years 
III. 
In vain ' tis urg'd by an illuftrious Wit, C) 35 
( To whom in all beſides I willingly ſubmit} 
That Cæſar's life no pit could deſerve 
From one who kill d himſelf, rather than ſerve. 
Had Brutus choſe rather himſelf to ſlay , 
That any Maſter to obey, 40 
Happy for Rome had been that noble pride; 
The World had then remain'd in peace, & only Brutus 
For he, whole Soul diſdains to own died. 
Subjection to a Tyrant's frown, . 
And his own life would rather end, [his Friend. 


Wou'd ſure much rather kill himſelf, than only hurt 
To his own Sword in the Philippian field, 
Brutus indeed at laſt did yield; 
But in thoſe times ſelf- killing was not rare; 
And his procedeed only from deſpair: 50 
5 FF TD He 


Wthis ſingle action; nor in that neither as to his deſign in doing 
it; for I have a real veneration for him, but yet more for 
truth. 1 fancy the general partiality for Brutus as to his killing 
ar , has proceeded from two cauſes ; firſt , the common 
cuſtom of the world to cry up whatever they are like to be 
the better for; and ſo on the contrary : as for example, pro- 
digality , a vice equal to avarice, tho not ſo ſordid , is com- 
only rather commended than blamed , and called genero- 
ity, which is a virtue. Thus in common-wealths ( which , 
by the way , have bred always the beſt Writers) nothing 
ould be more beneficial than killing any great aſpiring per- 
ſon; and therefore thoſe refined Wits put the beſt gloſs upon 
luch inhumanities. The other cauſe of their partiality is the 
plmoſt unparallel'd merit of the man, whoſe very doing a 
thing was enough to make every body think it juſt. - But 
nothing is ſo dangerous as to be led into this ſort of miſtake 
or want of conſidering, that as the worſt men do well 
pometimes, the very beſt are not infallible. | 
% Alluſtriaus Mit. Mr. comley, in his Ode on Brutus. 


— 
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Conſpire againſt a life which had ſpar'd his before. 


he neither knew, nor loved ſo well; ſince the publick good 


happen to be under, it may be a good reaſon for ſacrificing 


8 


94 ODE on BRUT US. 
5 5 He might have choſen elſe to live, (i) 


In hopes another Cæſar would forgive; 
Then for the good of Rome he could, once more 


IV. 
Our Country challenges, our utmoſt care, 5; 
And in our thoughts deſerves the tend'reſt ſhare; 
Her to a thouſand Friends we ſhou'd prefer, 
But not betray & them, tho' it be for her. 
Hard is his heart whom no deſert can move, 
A Miſtreſs, or a friend to love, 60 
Above what e er he does beſides enjoy; . 
But may he for their ſake his Sire, or Sons deſtroy? 1 
For ſacred Juſtice or for publick good 5 
Scorn'd be our wealth our honour & our blood. 
In ſuch a cauſe want is a happy ſtate , 5 
Even low diſgrace would be a glorious Fate; 
N | And 


(i) Choſe to live.] This is the hardeſt thing I have faid of 
Brutus in this whole Ode; which theahought of Caſar's cle. 
mency, and his ingratitude has wrung from me: for, tho 
a benefactor may carry himſelf afterwards ſo unjuſtly as to 
torfeit all title to our friendſhip, and perhaps to our ſervice 
alſo; yet to return him evil for good is in my opinion hor 
rible, and the very reverſe of Chris excellent ſetmon of mo- 
rality. And ſince he kill'd Ceſar after receiving a pardon of 
his life from him, I do Brutus no wrong in ſuppoſing hin Wl 
again capable of the ſame fault againſt another Ce/ar , whom Wi 


and liberty of Rome were as much concern'd in deitroying one 
as the other. | | ö 
(k) Betray.] In this inſtance of betraying a friend, and in 
the following one, of deſtroying ones father, or children, 
my meaning only is, that whatever obligation or concern wei 


our intereſt to it, but not our honeſty , by doing any i 
natur'd or immoral action. 


ODE on BRUTUS. 53 
And Death itſelf when noble Fame ſurvives, 
More to be valu'd than a thouſand lives. 
But tis not ſurely of ſo fair renown, : 
To ſpill another's blood as to expoſe our own. 70 
Of all that's ours we cannot give too much, 
But what belongs to Friendſhip, oh! tis ſacrilege to 
„ Ee [touch, 
J Can we ſtand by unmov'd, and ſee i 
Our Mother robb'd, and raviſh d? Can vue be 
P/ Eæcus d, if in her cauſe we never ſtir, 75 
eas d with the ſtrength and beauty of the Raviſher ? © 
Thus ſings our Bard with almoſt heat divine; 
is pity that his thought was not as ſtrong (as fine; 
= Wou'd it more juſtly did the caſe expreſs, - 
Or that its beauty, and its grace were leſs, 80 
(Thus a Nymph ſometimes Wel<s , 
Who ſo charming ſeems to be , 
That, jealous ofa ſoft ſurprize, 


We ſcarce dare truſt our eager eyes.) 
5 F Such 


(1) Can we. ] In repeating theſe four verſes of Mr. Cowley , I 
have done an unuſual thing; for notwithſtanding that he 
Wis my adverſary in the argument, and a very famous one too, 
l could not endure to let ſo fine a thought remain as ill ex- 
preſs'd in this Ode, as it is in his; which any body may find 
by comparing them together. But I would not be underſtood 
Was if I pretended to correct Mr. Cowley. (tho? expreſſion was not 
his beſt talent: ) for, as I have mended theſe few verſes of his, 
1) para not but he could have done as much for a great many 

of mine. 
= (mn) As ſtrong, as fine.] I, who oppole his argument, muſt 
be allow*d to ſay *tis not a good one; tho” at the fame time 
acknowledge it to be ſo fine a fallacy ,' and to have ſome- 
hing in it ſo very ſublime , that it impoſes on our reaſon as 
much as Ceſar did on Roe; and may be a litle excuſed by that 
uſurper's apophthegm , /# vielendum eff jus, regnandi can- 


14 eſt. 


” 


&S ODE on BRUTUS. 
Such a fallacious ambuſh to eſcape, 83 
It were but vain to plead a willing () Rape; 
A Valiant Son wou d be provok'd the more; 
A force we therefore mult confeſs, but acted long 
A Marriage (o) ſince did intervene, [before. 
With all the ſolemn, and the ſacred ſcene; 90 
Loud was the Hymenean Song, 
The violated Dame walk'd ſmilingly along, 
And in the midſt ofthe moſt ſacred Dance, 
As if enamour'd of his fight, | 95 
Often ſhe caſt a kind admiring glance 
On the bold Strugler for delight; 
Who afterwards appear'd ſo moderate and cool, 
As if for publick good alone he ſo deſir d to rule. 
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But 


(.) A rape. ] No body argues well, who does not argue 
fairly ; and therefore I treely admit there was a rape in the 
caſe at firſt , which is not to be defended. Accordingly , it 
Brutus hid killd cæſar at the famous battle of Pharſalia, he 
might have prevented this rape, and his own crime beſides in 
xevenging it to long afterwards. But, inſtead of conſpiring 
againſt his life at that time, he only begg'd his own. 

(o A marriage ſince.] Ceſar was inexculable for doing vio- 
Jence to his country; yet Rome at laſt finding him ſo mild a 
governour , and ſo excellent a perſon in all reſpects, ſub- 
mitted chearfully to him; all her greateſt men of whom 
Brutus himſelf was one, acquieſcing entirely under his die- 
tatorſhip: which has made me carry on Mr. Cowley's metaphor 
a little farther than he did, and give his violated matron in 
marriage ; ſuppoling Rome a wealthy Bride , who , out of 
kindneſs and prudence together, is willing enough ro make 
the beſt of it, and to eſpouſe an agreeable raviſher. 

) Fair Truth. | He was a wiſe man who ſaid Women were 
ſtronger than either the King, or wine; but his wisdom ape 
pear'd moſt in preferring Truth to them all. She has a beauty 
outſhining all the art and eloquence in the world; and! 
{hould not wonder to ſee a very Deiſt willing to die a marty! 
for her, tho' he believ'd no refurreftion and expected no 
reward. There was one of that principle lately * ” 
| Ulks; 


ODE on BRUTUS. 87 
VI, 54 
But, oh l that this were all which we can urge 110 
Againſt a Roman of ſo great a ſou]! 
And that fair Truth (p) permitted us to purge 
His fact of what appears ſo fou! | 
Friendſhip, that ſacred and ſublimeſt thing!  * 
The nobleſt quality, and chiefeſt good! 105 
5 (In this dull Age 4] ſcarce underſtood) ; 
Wn pircsus with unuſual warmth her injur'd rites to 
= Afit, ye Angels, [r] whoſe immortal bliſs, [ſing. 
Tho' more refin'd , chiefly conſiſts in this! 
F4 | How 


Turks; a man of parts, and in nothing fantaſtical , who, 
ather than renounce ſome doctrines he maintain'd againſt a 
ture life, and the fooliſh ſuperſtition of adoring Mahomet, 
hoſe to die as calmly and as conſideratly as Socrates himſelf, 

ee Rycauts Hiſt, of the Ottoman Empire B. II. Chap. 12. 

W (4) In this baſe age. | Tis almoſt incredible what the Ancients 
Wave writen , & really] reer. of friendſhip. And therefore 
Ne ſee the famous old Tragedies are often turn'd all upon 
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What ; whereas ours are only fill'd with Love; which, tho? as 
nder a concern as the other, yet a Woman being one of 
Nie parties, is nncapable of many ſublime thoughts that ariſe 
Wmong the men, a ſex ſo much more knowing and active in 
De world. And even for ſoftneſs it ſelf, it will be hard to 
Whew a Scene more moving than that between Anyntor and 
lelantius in the Maids-Tragedy; which I ſhould be ſorry toſee 
Without great emotion, ſince *tis a ſhrewd ſign of being both 
Wull and ill-natur'd. No body has equall'd the Ancients on this 
Wbje&, except Montagne, who on all ſubjects has hardly been 
Nuall'd by the Moderns. The worſt of it is, this friendſhip 
a virtue which does not depend on ones ſelf alone to have; 
or in ſuch a ſelfifh age, one man, tho? never ſo capable of 
> may look about a great while before he finds out ano- 
ier; and this contract will never hold, without an eat 
ounterpart. : : 
(7) Aſſiſt ye Angels. | All Religions agree in believing that 
pertour Beings aſſiſt us on ſome important occaſions ; but 
bove all Poetry, and eſpecially , this kind of it, has an 
labliſh'd right to depend on infpiration, To ſpeak tun, 
| | | 4 
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$3 ODE on BRUTUS. : 
How plainly [+] your bright thoughts to one anothelf 
Oh 1 how ye all agree in harmony divine! [ſhine Ml 
The race of mutual love with equal zeal ye run, 
A courſe [:] as far from any end, as when at ft 
begun. £1 = 
You ſaw, [a] and ſmil'd upon this matchleſs pair, 
Who ſtill betwixt them did ſo many virtues ſhare; 
Some which belong to peace, and ſome to ſtrife, 
” Thoſe of a calm, and of an activelife, uM 
That all the excellence of Human- kind, : 
Concurr'd to make of both but one united mind; 
Which Friendſhip did ſo faſt and cloſely bind, 


Not the leaſt cement cou'd appear, by which the 


[Souls were joint 
Tha 


all Poets have endeavour'd to hide their vanity under tli 
veil of pretended m deſty; nothing ſeeming more humbl 
than to diſtruſt themſelves, and implore aſſiſtance , while 
the ſame time they preſum'd that ſomething like divine in 
ſpiration might ſhine out in their poems. On which occaſion 
(theſe notes being altcady a rambling ſort of rapſody ) | wil 
venture to ſay a little on a ſubje& of which others, for ougit 
I can find, have not ſaid much: I mean, of that which 
Poets call a Muſe, by whom they pretend to. be infpiri, 
and is by all underſtood to be a genius for »oetry , to whid 
genus a Poet may be allowed in ſome meaſire to pretend; 
becauſe whoever wants it, tho? with never ſo good word 
and ſmooth cadence, is yet little hetter than a player at cram 
My imperfect notion of a genius is this, which I ſubmit hy 
better judgments; | think it a happy temper of the brain, 
equally mix d of fancy and judgment, that as great heat oi 
imagination is apt to ſpring all fort of game, ſo the under | 
ſtanding faculty is ill near at hand, to ſelect the good, and 
to zeject the reſt. 
(s) How plainly. U this is according to the univerſal opinion 
of Angels, that they need no organs of ſpeech among then: 
ſelves; and their thoughts are communicated to one anothe 
by what the ſchoolmen call intuition. Which however true d 
falſe , is enough for a Poet's applying it to — 0 
| riend 


ODE on BRUTUS. 89 
That tie which holds our mortal frame 3 


Which poor unknowing we a Soul and Body name, 
Seems not a compoſition more divine, 


Or more abſtruſe than all that does in Friendſhip 


VII. ſhine. 
From mighty Ceſar & his boundleſs grace, 

Tho! Brutus once at leaſt his life [w] receiv'd ; 
Such obligations &], tho' ſo high believ'd, - 
Are yet but flight in ſuch a caſe, | 
Where Friendſhip ſo poſſeſſes all the place, 130 
There is no room for Gratitude ; fince he {can be. 
Who ſo obliges, is more pleas'd, than his ſav'd Friend 
| "BS: | Juſt 


fiiendſhip , which ſeems ev'n among us mortals to have 
{ſomething of divine in it. OS | | 
(t) A race as far, &c. | according to the Chriſtian Faith, 


] | the Angels had a beginning, tho? they can have no end; and 


we have as good an opinion of our own ſouls alſo. 

(u You ſaw and ſinil d.] Since Angels are ſuppos*d to be 
particularly. concern'd for mankind , ( tho? I confeſs I think 
we are very unworthy of that honour ) they muſt needs be 


5 pleas'd with ſeeing in us any ſort of virtue, eſpecially this 
ſort of friendſhip, ſo mach practis'd by themſelves. 


(w) Life received. | Beſides that Brutus receiv'd his life once 
from Caſar, on the account of the civil war, he was very 


Ws much ſuſpected to be his Son; and the more, becauſe of his 
great fondneſs of him. *Tis certain the time of Caſar's intrigue 
os with Servilia is very conſiſtent with ir. But his forgiving him 
at Fharſalia was not ſo much as the leaſt proof of it; for the 
Mother's paſt favours had been alone lufficient ro procure a 


2 for her Son, eſpecially with ſo merciful a nature as 
(aſar's. | 8 | | | 
(x) Obligations.) This to ſome humours is like enough to 
appear an over-refinement ; and J expect they will rather 


fancy to have the pleaſure of receiving good turns, let who 


will take the other of doing them. But 1 appeal to many, 
if they have not found the doing a kindneſs a much greater 


ſatisfaction than receiving one Yer I admit the latter part to 


te very agreable allo, when 'ti; from worthy perſons; being 
2a new: inſtance of their eſteem and fayour. 


989 ODE on BRUTUS. 
Juſtin the midſt of all this noble heat, 
While their great hearts did both ſo kindly beat; 
Ißhkhat it amaz d the lookers- on, 135 
And forc'd them to ſuſpect a Father and a Son; 
J Tho here ev'n Nature's ſelf did ſeem to be outdone] 
From ſuch a Friendſhip unprovok'd to fall, 
Is horrid, yet I wiſhthat fact were all [) 
Which does, with too much cauſe, ungrateful Bruty 
| | VIII. [ call 
In cooleſt blood he laid a long defign 14 
Againſt his beſt and deareſt Friend; 
Did ever his foes in zeal exceed, 
To ſpirit others up, to work ſo black a deed; 
Himſelf the center [=] where they all did join. 
Ceſar , mean time, fearleſs, and fond of him, 
Was as induſtrious all the while 14] 
To giveſuch ample marks [z] of fond eſteem, 
As made the graveſt Romans ſmile, [guile 
To ſee with how much eaſe love can the wife be. 
He, whom thus Brutus doom'd to bleed, 95 ˖ 
| | id, 


{y) AI] Becauſe a fact committed in paſſion , or b; in 

advertence, is nothing in compariſon with one done on de. 
liberation, and by a long-laid deſign: which ſo far excus 
«Alexander's killing of Cyrus, that it has not leſſen'd his great 
Fame of being generous and good-natured. 
_- (s) The ER This was ſo great a deſign, that none but 
ſuch an extraordinary perſon as Brutus could have brought 
it about by his influence over all the conſpirators ; who 
being the chief Patriots among the nobleſt people that ever 
the Sun ſhined on, I cannot but think Brures appears highet 
at the head of ſuch an illuſtrious party, than Ceſar himſelf 
commanding the whole Roman Empire. go. 

(1) Ample marks. | Ceſar had in a publick manner given 
Brutus the preference to Caſſius, and to all Rome beſides, by 
making him Chief Prator a few days before he kill'd him. 


ODE on BRUTUS, 91 
Did , ſetting his own Race afide, 
£ Nothinglels for him provide, 4 
han in the World's great Empire [2] to ſucceed, 
V Which we are bound in juſtice to allow, 155 
Is all. ſufficient proof to ſhew | | 
WT hat Braus did not ſtrike for his own ſake; 
ait, alas, he fail'd , '*twas only by miſtake. 


557 
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WT Yield; Iyield, and can no longer ſtay 

My eager thoughts, that force themſelves away. 
Wire, none inſpir'd (whoſe heat tranſports em ſtill 
Hove their reaſon, and beyond their will) 

an firm againſt the ſtrong impulſe remain: 5 
Wcnſure it ſelf were not ſo ſharpa pain. 

et vulgar minds ſubmit to vulgar ſway ; 

WV hat ignorance ſhall think, or malice ſay, 

Wo me are trifles; if the knowing few, | 

ho can ſee faults, but can ſee beauties too, 10 
Wpplaudthat genius which themſelves partake, 

Ind ſpare the Poet for the Muſe's ſake. 

The Muſe who raiſes me from humble ground, 
Jo view the vaſt and various world around: 

How 
(2) Endire.] It was generally beliey'd in Rome, that Ceſar 
ought Brutus the fitteſt man to ſucceed him; which there- 
Pre excuſes Brutus ſo- far, as it is a proof of his preferring 
e good of the common-wealch not only to his belt friend, 


it to the higheſt temptation of intereſt and ambition that 
puld poſſibly be laid in any man's Way. 


gx THE RAPTURE. 
How faſt I mount! in what a wond'rous way 
I grow tranſported to this large ſurvey ! 

I value earth no more, and far below 

- Methinks I ſee the buſy pigmies go. 

My ſoulentranc'd is in a rapture brought 
Above the common tracts of vulgar thought: 
With fancy wing'd, I feel the purer air, 

And with contempt look down on human care. 

Airy ambition, ever ſoaring high , 

Stands firſt expos'd to my cenſorious eye. 
Behold ſome toiling up a ſlippꝰry hill, 
Where, tho' arriv'd, they muſt be toiling ſtill: 
Some, with unſteady feet, juſt fall'n to ground; 
Others at top, whoſe heads are turning round. 
To this high ſphere it happens ſtill that ſome, 
The moſt unfit, are forwardeſt to come; 
Yetamong theſe are Princes forc'd to chuſe, 
Or ſeek out ſuch as would perhaps refuſe. _ 

Favour too great is ſafely plac'd on none; 
And ſoon becomes a dragon, or a drone. 
Either remiſs and negligent of all, jj 
Or elſe imperious and tyrannical. 

The Muſe inſpires me now to look agen, 
And ſee a meaner ſort of ſordid men 
Doating on little heaps of yellow duſt; 

For that, deſpiſing honour, eaſe, and luſt. 
Let other Bards, expreſſing how it ſhines, 
Deſcribe with en vy what the miſer finds; 
Onluy as heaps of dirt it ſeems to me, 
Where we ſuch deſpicable vermin ſee; 

Who creep through filth a thouſand crooked ways 
Inſenſible ofinfamy , orpraile : "i 
Loade 


TL 


THE RAPTURE. 93 
Joaded with guilt, they ſtill purſue their courſe ; 
ot ev'n reſtrain'd by love, or friendſhip's force. 
Not to enlarge on ſuch. an obvious thought; 
enold their folly , which tranſcends their fault! 50 
aas, their cares and cautions only tend 
o gain the means, and then to loſe the end. 
e Heroes in Romances, ſtill in fight 
or Miſtreſſes that yield them no delight. 


old is it ſelf th allay to human. kind. | 

oh happy times, when no ſuch thing as coin 
er tempted friends to part, or foes to join! 
Wattle, or corn, among thoſe harmleſs men, 

as all their wealth, the gold and ſilver then: 

Worn was too bulky to corrupt a tribe, r 
Ind bellowing herds would have betray'd the bribe. 
& Ev n traffick now is intercourſe ofill, | 
Ind ev'ry wind brings a new miſchiefſtill; 


Aut av'rice and exceſs devour the root. 

Thus far the Muſe unwillingly has been 

ivd on the dull, leſs happy ſorts of ſin; 

ut, now more pleas'd, ſhe views the diff rent ways 


Rear Luxury! thou ſoft, but ſure deceit ! 

Jiſe of the mean, and ruin of the great! 

hou ſure preſage of ill approaching fates ! 

Ihe bane of Empires, and the change of States: 
ot the worſt conduct would confound them more. 
hus Rome her ſelf, while o'er the world ſhe flew, 
nd did by virtue all that world ſubdue , 


| : his of all vice, does moſt debaſe the mind, 55 


trade we flouriſh in our leaves and fruit, 6 
f luxury, and all its charms ſurveys. 70 


rmies in vain reſiſt thy mighty pow'r ; "T3 


Was 
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94 THE RAPTURE. 
Was by her own victorious arms oppreſs'd : : 
And catch'd infection from the conquer'd Eaſt; $M 
Whence all thoſe vices came, which ſoon devour Ml 
The beſt foundations.ofrenown, and pow'r. 


But, oh, what need have we abroad to roam, 
Who feel too much the ſad effects at home, / 4 
Of wild exceſs? Which we ſo plainiy find, 3 br 
Decays the body , and impairs the mind. 5 T 
But yet grave fops muſt not preſume from hence * 

Io ſlight the ſacred pleaſures of the ſenſe: IV. 
Our appetites are Nature's laws, and giv'n . 
Under the broad authentick ſeal of Heav'n. IXI. 
Let pedants wrangle, and let biggots fight, an 


To put reſtraint on innocent delight; 

But Heav'n and Nature's always in the right: 

They wou'd not draw poor wretched mortals in, 

Or give deſires that ſhall be doom'd for fin. 9 

Yet, that in height of harmleſs joys we may 

Laſt to old age, and never loſe a day, 

Amiadſt our pleaſures we our ſelves ſhould ſpare, 

And manage all with temperance and care. 

The Gods forbid but we ſometimes may ſteep 10 

Our joys in wine, and lull our cares aſleep: 

It raiſes Nature, ripens ſeeds of worth, 

As moiſt'ning pictures calls the colours forth: 

But if the varniſh we too oft apply, 

Alas! like colours, we grow faint and die. 10 
Hold, hold, impetuous Muſe: I would reſtrai 

Her over-eager heat, but all in vain ; 

Abandon'd to delightsſhe longs to rove; 

I checkher here, and now ſhe flies to love. 


She 


THE RAPTURE. 55 
chews me ſome rural Nymph by Shepherd chas'd, 
Soon overtaken , and as ſoon embrac'd; 110 
The graſs by her, as ſhe by him is preſs'd; 

For ſhame , my Mule, let fancy gueſs the reſt : 
nat ſuch a point fancy can never ſtay, 
WS But flies beyond whatever you can ſay. 
= Bchold the filent ſhades, the am'rous grove, 115 
rne dear delights, the very act of Love. 

T This is his loweſt ſphere , his country ſcene, 

where Love is humble, and his fare but mean; 
vet ſpringing up without the help of art, | 

Leaves a ſincerer reliſh in the heart; 120 

More healthfully, tho' not ſo finely fed, 

ud better thrives than where more nicely bred. 
hut 'tis in Courts where moſt he makes a ſhow, 
nd high enthron'd, governs the world below: 
For tho', in Hiſtories, learn'd Ignorance 125 
Attributes all to cunning or to chance, 

Love will in thoſe diſguiſes often ſmile, 

And knows, the cauſe was kindneſs all the while. 
hat ſtory, place, or perſon cannot prove 

he boundleſs influence of mighty Love? 130 
Where e' er the Sun can vig'rous heat inſpire, 

Poth ſexes glow, and languiſh with deſire. 

be weary'd Swain faſt in the arms of ſleep 

Love can awake, and often fighing keep: 

And buſy gown- men, by fond Love disguis'd, 1 35 
illleiſure find to make themſelves deſpis'd. 

he proudeſt Kings ſubmit to beauty's ſway ; 

Beauty it ſelf, a greater prince than they, | 
ies ſometimes languiſhing with all its pride 140 
dy abeloy'd , tho? fickle Lover's fide. 
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ds THE RAPTURE: 


I doat on womankind with all their faults; 


J meant to ſlight the ſoft enchanting charm , 
But, oh, my head and heart are both too warm: 


Love turns my Satyr into ſofteſt thoughts; 14 
Of all that paſſion which our peace deſtroys, 
Inſtead of miſchiefs, I deſcribe the joys. 
But ſhort will be his reign l fear too ſhort) 
And preſent cares ſhall be my future ſport. 
Then Love's bright torch put out, his arrows broke, 
Looſe from kind chains, & from th' engaging yoke, 
To all fond thoughts Ill fing ſuch counter charms, 
The fair ſhall liſten in their lovers arms. 
Now the enthuſiaſtick fit is ſpent, 
I feel my weakneſs, and too late repent. 1 
As they who walk in dreams, oft climb too high 
For ſenſe to follow with a waking eye; 
And in ſuch wild attempts are blindly bold, 
Which afterwards they tremble to behold. 
So I review theſe ſallies of my pen, 16 
And modeſt reaſon is return'd agen; 
My confidence I curſe, my fate accuſe, 
Scarce hold from cenſuring the ſacred Muſe, 
No wretched Poet of the railing Pit, | 
No Critick curs'd with the wrong fide of wit, 
Is more ſevere from ignorance, and ſpite, 10 
Than I with judgment againſt all I write, 
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| 63 CNT SES A888. ALONE n 
On Mr. HOB BS 


And his writings. 


Uchis the mode of theſe cenſorious days, 

ne art is loſt of knowing how to pralle 

Poets are envious now, and fools alone | 

Wimireat wit, becauſe themſelves have none. 

Pet, whatſoe'er is by vain Criticks thought, 5 
Praiſing is harder much than finding fault; $ 

i n homely pieces ev'n the Dutch excell, 

alians only can draw beauty well. 

As ſtrings, alike wound up, ſo equal prove 

hat one reſounding makes the other move; 10 

From ſuch a cauſe our Satyrs pleaſe ſo much, 

We ſympathize with each ill- natur'd touch; 

And as tlie ſharp infection ſpreads about, 

The Reader's malice helps the Writer out. 

To blame, is eaſy.; to commend, is hold; 15 
et, if the Muſe inſpires it, who can hold ? | 

o merit we are bound to give applauſe, 

ontent to ſuffer in ſojuſt a cauſe. 

While in dark ignorance we lay afraid 

Offancies, gholts., and every empty ſhade; 20 

Preat Hobbs appear'd, and by plain reaſon's light 

Put ſuch fantaſtick forms to ſna me full flight. 

ond is their fear, ho think men needs muſt be 

o vice enſlav'd, if from vain terrors free; 

he wiſe and good, morality will guide; 25 

nd ſuperſtition all the world e | 1 
* n 


68 
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98 MISCELLANTES. 

In other Authors, tho' the thought be good 
'Tis not ſometimes ſo eaſily underſtood ; 
That jewel oft unpoliſh'd has remain'd, 

Some words ſhould be left out, and ſome explain'd, 
So that in ſearchof ſenſe we either ſtray, - 3I 
Orelſe grow weary in ſo rougha way ; 
But here ſweet eloquence does always ſmile 
In ſuch a choice, yet unaffected ſtyle, 
As muſt both knowledge and delight impart, 
The force of reaſon, with the flowers of art; 
Clear as a beautifull tranſparent skin, 
Which ne ver hides the blood, yet holds it in: 
Like a delicious ſtream it ever ran, 
As ſmooth as woman, but as ſtrong as man. 

_ Bacon himfelt, whoſe univerſal wit 
Does admiration through the world beget , 
Scarce more his Ages ornament is thought, 
Or greater credit to his Country brought. 

While fame is young, too weak to fly away, 
Malice purſues her, like ſome bird of prey; 

Hut once on wing, then all the quarrels ceaſe; i 
Envy her ſelf is glad to be at peace, 
Gives over, wearied with ſo high a flight, 

Above her reach, and ſcarce within her ſight. 

Hobbs to this happy pitch arriv'd at laſt, ö 
Might have look d down with pride on dan; gers pah 
But ſuch the frailty is of human kind, 

Men toil for fame, which no man lives to find; 
Long ripening under ground this China lies; 
Fame bears no fruit, till the vain planter dies. 

Thus Nature, tir 4 with his unuſual length 
Oflife which put her to her utmoſt ſtrength, 


4 


2 
© 
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3 MISCELLANIES. 
uchſtock of wit unable to ſupply , | 
ro (pare her ſelf,” was glad to let him die. 


FC 


Written over a Palace gate. 


Frelivesa man, who by relation 

= i Dcpends upon predeſtination ; 

EF or which the learned, and the wiſe 

Vis underflanding much deſpiſe. | 
hut! pronounce, with loyal tongue, 5 
m in the right, them in the wrong; 

For how could ſuch a wretch ſucceed ? 

; zut that, alas, it was decreed ! 


he Miracle 7 in 8 


—— 
— 


9 Erit they hate, and wit they ſlight, 
They neither act, nor reaſon right, 
And nothing mind, but pence: 
Pnskilful they victorious are, 
Fonduct a kingdom without care, 5 
A Council without ſenſe; 


| 
Nl, 


Wo Moſes once, and Saus, 

Ind that virago Debora, 

= Beſtrid poor 1/rael | 

Fe rev'rence pay to theſe! for who 10 

ould ride a Nation as they do, ; 

90 Without a Miracle ? 
; 77s G 2 ODE 


n 
4 22 * > -- : 
— So — - — 

— "om 29k — — — * 


bo Abbe cabal * 


— --—-—- 
” a> 


e 


. n 
ä 
& 


= es 


K 
2 * 
A 


><.) 
—.— og 


— : — 
> 
bag 


= 


* 
— 
I + 


2 
* 9 


hy * 8 . Fo - * * IX * aq e 
- " 2 —_—— 4 T — — IS — >; 2 2 = = a — 3 N 
17 — 2 2 4 . —— = — — — — — — 2 K 
— * — * — 
* 5 


— — 


2 


- 2. ; R—= 2 = # = #% Þ op 4 - 
pant, one rn 0 ̃ r ²⁰˙·—wm ag WO Ht en, 4 ; _ e . 
— 2 99 ² A NE ER AIR 4 3 Tm | 
- ” : Z WY 4 = as A 2 1 4 = 2 . 3 ol 
— Z 2 e 2 — 3 - — —_ 2 == 
= N = — * 1 — 
— — 35 — 4 - - = \ l 


1 
2 
4 1 
Z: # 
$$ 0 
1 = 
wi. 
* 4 4 
* = 
i : K.- * i 
g * 1 
þ I \ 
4% 
%. * 1 
ws 

1 
1 
1 " 

i "#8 
- FR. - 
AS . * 

1 U 
. 13 

A L *J. 

Qq a ( 1 

1 
* , * = 
8 7 j l \ 
N . 1 * 
a 1 
* * j Py 
© 1 [ 
1 i ll 
C 4 J» 
n 
4 4 1 
1 of vt 
a 0 2 0 
U. 1 

F 1 : = 

Wy. 47. 

mw 

«SY l 
7 * 
4 | ” BY | \ 
N Til , ' 
WE. 

4 i 
t N 
n 
i * i. 

* 
' 4 F 3 
> 'T 
424-2 oY 
. "= 1 * 
of £ " 
: * N 
5 ory 
7 _ 
r 
— 0 of i 
7 TI &@/ 
p 1 b 
Wh... 0 
e * at 
3 5 =Y 

7 7 „. 

. L a2 an 

a 1 
q IS N =Y 

43.44 F 14 

4 "4 9 
i "©1213 FY » 

4 0 2 

im 

18 1 14 + 
+588 17 
by v 

* 1 

1 a" | 4 * 

) y 14 

9% 7 * 
ri f oZ 
q , 1 
e \ " 7 * 

. 

f 1 2 * 

as. 1 4 

—= * 3 
"Fa * 2 
| 5 "s 
'T 3 l \ 
4 * ; *£ 4 a i 

19 

1 „ 

i J * * 1 Y 
Y £23.02 . 
F N z 

\ LI 

: S 2 

- 4 * 

Le 21 

5 5 

2 5 \ &. Rs 

75 i & = 

. > or 
* 9 
'y 1 l 
= IT 1 
5 
7 
De 

1 n 

1 Y 1 

M* £ | 4 On 

* * 44 oy 

L - * 
TWLER 4 
1 * 

7 "rw 
7 4 
N - x 
134% 4 
a o 
7 

ir { 

7 1 \ 
1 * U N 
m4 o 

x P gl e 

1 1 
9 1 
{58 = 
a l 
AL y \ 
? = 
A | 

\ C _ 

1 
* 
* 
* . 
4 SY - 
5 ' 
5 
* 
. 
= 
i oy 
* 
239 
Ti 
22 
IS 
1. 
* 
4; 
. 
N 
* 
T4 
41 Le 
\ 
0 
** 

PAT: 

7 

3 

4 
9 
3 
el 
» 
C1 

vl 

7 

4 


ie 


100 Mia 


ON LN 


2 « N88 SS 
TIES * 99 5 59 


O's DE bn the tearh* of Henry PuRCELL 
fer 10 Muſick. 


Ood Angels ſnatch'd him eagerly on high; 
Joy full they flew, ſinging, & ſoaring thro tt 
Teaching his new fledg'd ſoul to fly; ([, 
While we, alas, lamenting lie. 
He went muſing all along, 
Compoſing new their heav'nly ſong. 
A while his skilful notes loud Hallelujah's drown't; 
But ſoon they ceas'd their own, to catch his pleafi 
David himſelfimprov'd the harmony, | ſount 
David in ſacred ſtory ſo renowned I 
No leſs for Muſick, than for Poetry: 
Genius ſublime in either art, 
Crown'd with applauſe ſurpaſſing all deſert ! 
A man juſt after Gods own heart! 
If human cares are lawfull to the bleſt, f 
Already ſettled in eternal reſt; 
Needs muil he wiſh that Purcell only might 
Ha ve Ii v'd to (et, what he vouchſaf'd to write. 
For, ſure, the noble thirſt of fame 
With the frail body never dies, 


But with the ſoul aſcends the skies, WW 
From whence at firſt it came. Ph, 
Tis ſure no little proof we have 7 5 80 


| That part of us ſurvives the grave, 
Ant 
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and in our fame below ſtill bears a ſnare: 26 
Why is the future elſe ſo much our care, 
BF ven in our lateſt moment of deſpair ? ©. 
nd death deſpis'd for fame by all the wiſe & brave ? 
= Oh, all ye bleſt harmonious quire ! 
ho pow'r almighty only love, & only that admire! 
Look down with pity from your peacefull bow'r 31 
On this fad iſle 5 f 
And ever, ever vex'd | 
With anxious care of trifles, wealth, & pow 15 
In our rough minds due reverence infuſe 35 
: For ſweet melodious ſounds, and each harmonious 
W Muſick exalts man's nature, and inſpires Muſe. 
Þ High elevated thoughts, or gentle, kind deſires. 


ER dee en aden LET 
On the loſs of an only Son, 


RoBeRT MARQU1s of NORMANRY. 
Ur mornings gay and ſhining, 


5 U The days our joys declare, 
Wt evening no repining, 
And nights all void of care. 


5 fond tranſported Mother EY | 5 
W Was often heard to cry, | 

Ph, where is ſuch another 

o bleis'd by Heav'n as I? 7 # 


G.3 „ — 
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A child at firſt was wanting; 
Now ſuch a Son is ſent * 
s parents moſt lamenting 
In him would find content. 


& chiid, of whom kind Heaven 
Not only hope beſtows, 
But has already given 
Him all our hopes propoſe. 


The happy . 8 poſſeſſing 
His ſhare in ſuch a boy, 

Adds ſtill a greater bleſſing 
To all my other joy. 
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But ah ! this ſhiny weather 
Became too hot to laſt ; 
Black clouds began to gather, 
And all the Sky o'ercaſt. 


PPP 
fs n ö r » 


80 fierce a fever rages, | 
' We all lie drown'd in tears; 
And diſmal fad preſages 
Come thund'ring in our ears. \ 


The doubts that made us languiſh a 
Did worſe, far worſe than kill: i 
Yet , oh, with all their anguiſh, 


Would we had doubted ſtill. 


But why ſo much digreſſion 
This fatal loſs to ſnow? 

Alas, there's no expreſſion 
Can tell a parent's woe! 
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SFF 


On Mr. Pop E 
and his PoE Ms. 


Ith age dcr d, with Courts & buſineſs tir'd, = 
TW Caring for nothing but what eaſe requir'd ; 
Too ſerious now a wanton Muſe to court; 

And from the Critics ſafe arriv'd in port, 

little thought of Jaunching forth agen, 5 
= Amidſt advent rous Rovers of the pen; : 
And after ſome ſmall undeſerv'd ſucceſs , 
Thus hazarding at laſt to make it leſs. 
Encomiums ſuit not this cenſorious time, 
It ſelfa ſubject for ſatyric rhime; 10 
lęnorance honour'd , wit and worth defam d, 
Folly triumphant, and ev'n Homer blam'd ! 

But to this Genius, join'd with ſo much Art, 5 
Such various Learning mix'd in ev'ry part, 
Poets are bound a loud applauſe to pay; 15 
Apollo bids it, and they muſt obey. 

And yet ſo wouTrous, ſo ſublime a thing, 
As the great Itad , ſcarce ſhould make me ſing; 
Except I juſtly could at once commend 
A good Companion, and as firm a Friend. 20 
One moral, or a meer well-natur'd deed, 
Can all deſert in Sciences exceed. 

Tis great delight to laugh at ſome men's ways, 
But a much greater to give Merit praiſe. 
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Hen e' er my fooliſh bent to publick good, 

Or fonder zeal for ſome misguided Prince, 

Shall make my dang'rous humour underſtood, 
For changing Miniſters for men of ſenſe. 


When vainly proud to ſhew my publick care, 
And ev'n aſham'd to ſee three Nations fool'd, 1 
I ſhall no longer bear a wretched ſhare = 
In ruling ill, or being over-rul'd. b- 


Then, as old letchers in a winter's night 
To yawning hearers all their pranks diſcloſe; 10 
And what decay deprives them of delight, 


Supply with vain endeavours to impoſe: ü His 
Juſt ſo mall I as idly entertain / 
Some ſtripling patriots, fond of ſeeming wiſe; 5 No 
Tell, how 1 flill cou'd great employments gain, Wi Fre 
Without.concealin g truths, or whiſp'ringlyes. Wt Sor 
Boaſt of ſucceeding in my country's cauſe F CY 
En againſt ſome almoſt too high to blame; Fro 
Whom , when advanc'd beyond the reach of laws, | -x 


I oft have ridicul'd to ſenſe and ſhame. 20 


Say, I reſiſted the moſt potent fraud; 
But friendleſs merit openly approv'd ; 
And that 1 was above the being awd, 


_ only by my Prince, but thoſe he lov'd. 1 
lo 
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Who knowsſbut my example then may pleaſe 25 
sSuch noble, hopefull ſpirits, as appear 
willing to ſlight their pleaſures and their eaſe, 
Por fame and honour 2 till at laſt they hear; 


After much trouble born, and danger run, 
The Crown aſſiſted , and my Country ſerv'd, 30 
without good fortune I had been undone, 

BY Without a good eſtate I might have ſtar vd. 


FF 
„ The election of a Poet Laureat in 1719. 


Famous afſembly was ſummon'd of late: 

I To crown a new Laureat came Phæbus in ſtate ; 
1 With all that Mont faucon himſelf could defire , 
His bow, laurel, harp, and abundance of fire. 


At Bartlemew. fair ne'er did bullies ſo juſtle, 5 
R No county election e' er made ſuch a buſtle : 

From garret, Mint, tavern, they all poſt away, 
WB Some thirſting for ſack, ſome ambitious of bay. 


All came with full confidence, fluſh'd with vain 
From Cibber and Durfey , to Prior and Pope. (hope, 
Phæœbus ſmil'd on theſe laſt, but yet ne'ertheleſs 11 
aid, he hop'd they had got enough by the preſs. 


With a huge mountain. load of heroicallumber, 
Wich from Tonſon to Curl ev'ry preſs had groan'd 
3 under, | 
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Came male and cry'd , look! all theſe are ny 
But at preſent I beg you'd but read my Eſſays. [lays, WM 
Lampooners and Criticksruſh'd in like a ty de, 11M ; q 
Stern Dennis and Gildon came firſt fide by fide. . 
Apollo con feſs d that their laſhes had ſtings, = 
But beadles and hangmen were never choſe Kings," s. 
Steel long had ſo cunningly manag'd the town, 11 * 4 
He could not be blam'd for expecting the Crown: . 
Apollo demurr'd as to granting his wiſh , = 
But wiſh'd him good luck in his project of fiſh. ro 
K 
Lame Congreve, unable ſuch things to endure, 3g. 
Of. Apollo beg'd either a Crown ora cure: 3 
To refuſe ſucha writer Apollo was loth, pe: 
And almoſt inclin'd to have granted him both. Jai. 
When Buckingham came, he ſcarce car'd to be ſec A Bur 
Till Phæbus defir'd his old friend to walkin: M 
But a Laureat Peer had never been known, = 
The Commoners claim'd that place as their own. 1 
Vet if the kind God had been ne'er ſo inclin'd 3 55 
To break an old rule, yet he well knew his mind, N And 
Who of ſuch preferment would only make ſ port, j £ 
| Andlaugh'd at all ſuitors for places at court. E 
nam roc 
Notwithſtanding this law, yet Tansdoun vn 55%. 
But Apollo with kindn eis his indolence blam'd ; feu Mor 
And ſaid he would chooſe him, but that he ſhou 
An employment of trouble he never could bear. Af 
Was 


MISCELLANIES. 07 
A * Prelate for wit and for eloquence fam d, 
4 ſoon miſs'd , and he needs not be nam d; 


Since amidſt a whole bench, of which ſome are ſo 
No one of them ſhines ſo learn'd and polite, bah, 


To Shippen , Apollo was cold with reſpect, 4 
Sin cc he for the State could the Mules neglect; 
W But ſaid, in a greater aſſembly he ſhin'd, 
nt places were things he hadever declin'd. 


= 7 rap, Young and Panbrugh expected reward, 
por ſome things writ well; but Apollo declar d, 50 
at one was too flat, the other too rough, 

And the third ſure already had places enough. 


W Pert Budgel came next, and demanding the bays, 

3 Said, thoſe works mult be 890d, whichh ad Addiſon's 
24 praiſe; 

| Bur Apollo reply'd, Child . tis known, 55 
Moſt Authors will praiſe whatſoever their own. ' 


Then Phillips, came forth, as ſtarch as a e 


7 advis'd him from Play ho uſe to hs : 
And pipe to nought elſe a” his dog and his ſheep, 60 


3 Hughes, Fenton, and 859 » Came laſt in the train, 
roo modeſt to ask for the crown they wou d gain: 

Phæbus thought them too baſhfull, & ſaid they would 

blore boldneſs if ever they hop'd to ſucceed. I need 


Abollo now driv'n to a curſed quandary, 65 

Was wilhing for Swift, or the fam'd Lady Mary: 
| Nay 
* Dr. Aiterbury. Biſhop of Rocheſter. 
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108 MISCELLANIES: ; 
Nay had honeſt Tom Southern but been within cal]; 1 
But at laſt he grew wanton , and laugh'd at them all. 


And ſo ' ſpying one who came only to gaze, 

A hater of Verſe, and deſpiſer of Plays: 4 
To him in great form, without any delay 
(Tho a zealous fanatick ) preſented the Bay. 


All the Wits ſtood aſtoniſh'd, at hearing the God 
So gravely pronounce an election ſo odd: | 
Andtho' Prior and Pope only laugh'd in his face, 7; 
Moſt others were ready to fink in the place. 


Yet ſome thought the vacancy open was kept , 
Concluding the bigot would never accept: 

But the Hypocrite told them, he well. underſtood, 
Tho' the function was wicked, the ſtipend was good, 
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At laſt in ruſh'd Euſden, and cry'd , who ſhall have it, 
But I, the true Laureat, to whom the King gaveit? 
| Apollo beg'd pardon , and granted his claim ; = 
But vow'd tho, 'til! then hene'er heard of his name. 


On the Times. An 

Ince in vain our Parſons teach, | | 
Hear, for once, a Poet preach. | 3 Cot 
Vice has loſt its very name, 0 Sink 
Skill and coz'nage thought the ſame ; Lon 
Only playing well the game. WPrai: 
Foul contrivances we ſee | , No 1 


Call'd but ingenuity. 5 Like 


Ample fortunes often made 
Out of frauds in ev'ry trade, 

W Which an aukward Child afford 

W Enough to wed the greateſt Lord. 
Tze miſer ſtarves to raiſe a Son; 
hut, if once the fool is gone, 
Ws Years of thrift ſcarce ſerve a day, 
W Rake-hell ſquanders all away. 
Husbands ſneaking for a place, 

3 Or toiling for their pay; 
while the wives undo their race 

= By petticoats and play. 

W Breeding boys to drink and dice, 
Carrying girls to Comedies, 
where Mama's intrigues are ſhown , 
Which e'er long will be their own. 
Having firſt at ſermon ſlept, 

Tedious day is weekly kept 

By worſe Hypocrites , than men, 
Till monday comes to cheat agen. 
Ev'n among the nobleſt-born, 
Moral virtue is a ſcorn 

| Gratitude , but rare at beſt; 

And fidelity a jelt. 

All our wit but party-mocks: 

All our wisdom, raiſing ſtocks: 
WCounted folly to defend 

Jung ſide, or falling friend. 
Long an Officer may ſerve; 

| WPrais' d, and wounded, he may ſtarve: 
0 No receipt to make a riſe, 

; Like inventing loyal lyes. 


ne = f n N * 
152 5 12 5 TEES £1 as N . 3 > IRE 20s IA 30 n 5 " 


5 ö 


- 


— 


; | [ 
110 MISCELLANIES. 
We, whoſe anceſtors have ſhin'd Fe 

In arts of peace, and fields of fame; 
To ill and idleneſs inclin'd, 

Now are grown a publick ſhame. 4 

Fatal that inteſtine jar, | 
Which produc'd our civil war! | 4; 
Ever fince, how ſad a race! | 
Senſelcſs, violent, and baſe! 


On ihe” Duke of YoRK, 
Banished to Bruſſels. 


feela ſtrange impulſe, a ſtrong deſire, 
(For what vain thoughts will not a Muſe infpire?) 
To ling on lofty ſubjects, and to raiſe 
My own low fame, by writing James's praiſe. 
Oft have we heard the wonders of his youth; x 
Obſerv'd thoſe ſeeds of fortitude and truth, 
Which fince have ſpread ſo wide, ſo wond'rous high 


The good diſtreſs'd beneath that ſhelter lye. 
In arms more active than ev'n war requir'd, 


And in the midſt of mighty Chiefs admit d. 0 


Ofall Heav'ns gifts, no tem per is ſo rare, 

As ſo much courage, mix'd with ſo much care. 
When martial fire makes all the ſpirits boil, 

And forces youth to military toil ; : 

No wonder it ſhould fiercely then engage ; I; 
Women themſelves will venture in a rage: 


But in the midſt of all that furious heat, 


While ſo intent on actions brave and great, 
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MISCELLANIES. 111 

W ror other lives to feel ſuch tender fears, 10 
F And carcleſs of his own, to care for theirs ; 20 
s that compoſure which a Hero makes, 

and which illuſtrious V ox x alone partakes, 

wit that great * Man whoſe fame has flown ſo far, 
BE Who taught him firſt the noble art of war. 

= Oh wondrous pair, whom equal virtues crown! 
oh worthy of each other's vaſt renown ! 26 
. None but Turenne with York could glory ſhare, 
And none but York deſerve ſo great a Maſter's care. 
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Scarce was he come to bleſs his native iſle, F 1 
And reap the ſoft rewards of glorious toil, 30 1 
But, like Alcides, ſtill new dangets call in Wt 
His courage forth, and ſtill he vanquiſh'd all. 1 8 
| At ſea, that bloody ſcene of boundleſs rage, 1.08 
= Where floating caſtles in fierce flames engage, 8 
= Where Mars himſelf does frowningly command, 1 
And by Lieutenants only fights at land) 136 Wt 
For his own fame howe er he fought before, 1 
Por England's honour yet he venturd more. 1 
Inthoſe black times, when faction raging high MI 
Lalour and innocence were fore'dtofly: - 40 [1:34 
With Tork they fled; but not depreſt his mind, | 08 
stil » like a diamond in the duſt it ſhin'd. 15 
a When from afar his drooping friends beheld Bf 
Howi in diſtreſs he ev'n him ſelf excell'd; "SEW 
How to his envious fate, his country's frown, 's "4 45 1 * 
4 His brother's will, he ſacrific'd his own; 1 1 
@ They rais'd their hearts, and never doubted more 448 
1 But that juſt Heav n would all our joys reſtore. 1 
So, when black clouds ſurround Heav'ns glorious 1 b 
Tempeſtuous dai kneſs cov'ring all the place; [face, bids 
Fol The Mateſchal de Turenns. | 2 1414 . 
pri 
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12 MISCELLANIES. 


If we diſcern but the leaſt glimm'ring ray 

Of that bright orb offire which rules the day, 
The chearfull ſight our fainting courage warms; 
Fix'd upon that , we fearno future harms. 


SEHEHEOEDS SESESTSES SEL g 
On the Deity. 
Retched mankind ! void both of ſtrength & «il 
Dextrous at nothing but at doing ill! 
In merit humble, in pretenſion high; 
Among them none, alas, more weak than I; 
And none more e tho' ſtill I worthleſs thought 
The beſt I ever ſpoke, or ever wrote. 6 

But zealous heat exalts the humbleſt mind; 
Within my ſoul ſuch ſtrong impulſe I find 
The heav'nly tribute of due praiſe to pay: 
Perhaps tis ſacred, and I muſt obey. 10 

Vet ſuch the ſubjects, various, and ſo high! 
Stupendous wonders of the Deity! 

Miraculous effects of boundleſs pow'r! 
And that as boundleſs goodneſs ſhining more! 
_ Alltheſe, ſonumberleſs, my thoughts attend, 13 

Oh where ſhall I begin, or ever end? 

But on that theme which ev'n the wiſe abuſe, 
So ſacred, ſo ſublime, and ſo abſtruſe, 
Abruptly to break off, wants no excuſe. 

While others yainly ſtrive to know thee more, 20 

Let me in ſilent reverence. adore; 

Wiſhing that human pow'r were higherrais'd, 

Only that thine might be more nobly prais'd ! 

Thrice happy Angels in their high degree; 

Created worthy of extolling thee! - | 
| F-1 N [ S. 
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LJ ULIUS CASAR. 


obe to mend Shakeſpear! or to match his ſtyle! 
W 1 7. ſuch a jeſt, would make a Stoick ſmile. © 
Vo fond of fame , our Poet ſoars too high; 

freely owns he wants the wings to fly: 

Wþ [enble of his preſumptuous thought, 45 

Vas he confeſſes while he do's the fault: © 

Wis 0 the Fair will no great wonder prove, 

Vo oft in bluſhes yield to what they love. 


TRL 
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I wells 
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C Of greateſt actions, and of nobleft men, 

Wis ts moſt deſerves a Poets pen. 

br who can wiſh a ſtene more juſily fam'd , 

Ven Rome and mighty Julius are but nam d? 
Wat State of Heroes, who the world had brav'd!_ 


bat wondrous man, who ſuch a State inſlav'd! 
& oth he was to take ſo rough a way, 


2 after govern'd with ſo mild a ſway, 
Li now of ſev'nteen hundred years, 
Wethinks a lovely raviſher appears ; 


| Wor, tho' forbid by virtue to excuſe , 
N mph might pardon , and could ſcarce refuſe. 
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PDRAMATIS PERSONA, 


JULIUS CESAR, Dictator 
BRUTUS * 

CASSIUS Z 
DEC BRUTUS > Conſpirators, Th 
TREBONIUS | 
CASCA } 

M. ANTONIUS, A friend of Ceſar. 
JUNIUS, one of Ceſar's freed men. 
PORTIA, wife of Brutus. | 
LUCIUS, one of his Servants. . 
SPURINNA, à Soothfayer. 


Senators, Prieſts, Tradeſmen & Citixens. 


This Phy begins the day before *Ce/ar's deitb fon 
and ends within an hour after it, W/. 


e * 


28885 
999 N 


4 F. 
SCENE I. 


Euter two Roman Senators at one door, 
FTrebonius and Caſca at anotber. 


L 11 Senator. 


1 » good Trebonius. 
n. Health to worthy Caſca. 
you go with us to the ſports to- day? 
W 5». Before this Cæſar's time, we had no ſhews, 
| gnificent as theſe. 
. But we had Triumphs: 
W tho' the Conqueror ſate high exalted, 
| all partook both of his fame and merit: 
] & 22z'd-on Warriour in the gilded Chariot 
Py'd his fill of fame, but as Rome s Subject: 
1 to his great renown in glorious arms, 
cher, much more valu'd crown, was added; 
b ortal praiſe for ſerving well his Country. 
% Oh how our hearts were fir'd at Pompey's 
= Triumphs! 
N blood more lively danc'd within our veins: 
very image of irſtrikesmy fancy 
hinks I ſee a thouſand noble Captives 
0⁰ we with grief, which yet was lighter made 
H 3 8 
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is JULIUS CESAR. 

By his kind uſage. After came the Treaſures; 
Our Treaſures! for it was not then as now, 
When one man's greedy gripe ingroſſes all; 

We did not , as Law-Suitors for contention, 
Disburſe more charges than the prize was worth; 
_ Grow beggars, only to make others rich. 

Treb. Bur then, at laſt, behold ev'n captive King 
In golden chains with penſive thought look down, 
Remembring they had us'd their Subjects worſe. 

Caf. Yetſhew'd a gloomy comfort through thei 
For being vanquiſh'd by ſo brave a people. | ſadneh 

Treb. Which of us, then, oh which of us wen 
From ſuch a ſpectacle unmov'd with joy, hom: 
With virtuous pride, to ſee our blood well ſpent, 
Our treaſures manag'd, and our glory rais'd ? 

Caſ. Yet ev'n to Pompey , chief of all our State, 
No Roman but disdain'd a mean ſubmiſſion ; 

A tribute only owing to the Gods. 
Treb. But now we crouch , & ſtand in ſervile ant; 
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Like children , fear the goblin we have made. l 
This Ceſar, tho' Diftator , is our creature, 
And from election all his pride proceeds. B 
Caſ. We meet theſe murmurs now in e 
11]-boding ſounds to late unſettled power, {mou 
Like new-built houſes, eafily blown down. 
Treb. Yet Ceſar, ſtill intrepidly ſerene, 
Goes proudly on, deſpiſing us, and danger. f 0 
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Enter a Croud of Common 7 radeſmen. 


CAS CA. 


Hat's all this Croud, and whither are ye going, 

My gazing fellow- Citizens? to wait 

On your own ſhame, & ſtare upon your bondage? 
Trad, I know not what you mean by ſhame and 

We go to ſee great Cæſar, and the ſports. [bondage 
Caſ. And much good do you, friend; you little 

think, 


Tue man you ſo admire would be your Maſter. 


Trad. My Maſter ! he would ſcorn ſo mean à 
Servant. | | [ Cafca laughs. 

[ hope you will not jeſt at mighty Ceſar ? 

Caſ. I only laugh at you for loving Ceſar. [me; 

Trad, Oh, is that all? well Sir, make bold with 
But have a care of medling with your betters. 

Caſ. Betters ! thou ſawcy Citizen, be ſilent. 

Trad Thenlam huſh' d. Speak you, Sir. 

Caf. What to fools ? 
To men, whoſe minds are ſunk in low ſubmiſſion? 


| Born free, and yet contented to be ſlaves? 


Form'd like the dull, ftrong horſe , to bear a rider? 
Well, we may wiſh, and vent our rage in curſes: 
May Cæſar 
Trad. Hold; and hear if he ſpeaks treaſon. 
H 2 1 
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pe May x live „ AS 2 55 as 85 men a wil 
him? 
Trad. Why . what does this man mean: ? he proj 
for Ceſar. 
Long may helive Rome's great, and wiſe DiQator! | 
Treb. Oh, my good friends, how blind are thoſe 
deſires ! 
Did you but know how much you curſe your ſelves 
No People, ſure, would be ſuch ſelf-deſtroyers, 
'Tho'burin wiſh. 'Did ever men before | 
Pray for continuance of a tyrant ague, [bles, 
That ſhakes their very ſouls? See, how Rome trem- 
And looks all pale, with loſs of gulltleſs blood! 
Who has not loſt a kinsman, or a friend, 
Whoſe honeſt life the war has ſacrific'd 
To this man's wild ambition? 
Nay, are not you dead too? Since in his power 
To kill you when he pleaſes? with this diffrence; 
That death, once come, frees ye from all its force) 
Which every hour ye now expect with terror. 
Before this fatal time each good man here 
Was Maſter of the world, and ſhar'd the power; 
Kings waited on your votes, & watch'd your wills 
But now (1 weep to ſay how ſad a change!) 
The greatneſs, nay the goodneſs of this . „ 
Is founded on our baſeneſs: for, alas! 
What muſt we be, tobe forgiv'n by him ? 71 
And do you think, becauſe he gives you pleaſures, 
Treats you with ſhows, and popular appearance, 
That all this ſeeming ſoftneſs is not ſhadow ? 
A very trick to lull your thoughts aſleep, 


And then ſubje& them? make them mild, & tame, 
1 | Fit 
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pit for the ſervile uſe of being Subjects? 
hoſe lofty thoughts, which like true mettled hawks 
were us'd to fly ſo ſtrong, and ſoar ſo high, 
Which Nature has deſign'd to prey on Tyrants, 
aud not to ſerve them; now are whiſtled off 
With every pageant pomp, and gawdy ſhow. 
WF or ſhame , repent of ſuch a childiſh folly ;: 
Hund rather tear, like Cato, your own bowels, 
han live to ſee your Country torn by Tyrants. 
cCaſ. And Pompey too, methinks, ſhould be remem- 
yho died for you ſo lately; on whoſe ruin ſber d, 
. 4 his Cæſar ſtands, and ſcorns us all beneath him. 
Tb. See if they are not mov'd ; the Roman ſoul 
ow ſwells within them. Go, my worthy friends; 
And, ifyou needs will ſee your Tyrant's Triumph, 
aze on him then with angry envious eyes: 
ge every one a Baſilisł to him; 
Kill him with ſtaring. 
1 Citiz, Farewell worthy Lords! 
: oulove your Country, and we love you for it. 
Treb. Shall we not be accus'd for this? 
i 155 No matter; 

Me break no laws either of Gods or men: 

o, if we fall, it is with reputation; 
fate hich cowards ſnun, and brave men ſeek. 
Fc puniſh men forſ ee gtruth, 
Ny honeſt tongue ſhall dare his utmoſt doom. 
| Where he comes , with all that pomp and pride 
n which young pow'r ſo childiſhly delights. 
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eee. nee tte dr. 
SCENE III. 


Enter C xs A R attended by Antony, * 
tus, Caſſius, and many other Senator. 
Sits down in a magnificent ſeat to behil 
ſeveral divertiſements after the Romy 
manner: when the ſports are ended, An, 
tony preſents him a Crown. 


ANTON x. 


Ail, mighty man! thou Godlike Ceſar , hail 
Stoop to our wiſhes, and vouchſafe to wear 
This Crown , preſented thee by all mankind: 
Shine on us, like the Sun, in your full luſtre ; 
While Rome reviv'd lies basking in your beams, 
And flouriſhes beneath that kindly heat. 
Adorn us with your pow'r , and make us proud 
* * to ſo great a King. 
Cæſar „ from his ſeat to H 
middle of the flage. 
Ceſar. Iam not call'd your King, but your Die 
tator; 
A name Ihope, that bears as great a bit: 
If not, 'tisno vain titles that can help it: 
Therefore I both refuſe and ſlight a Crown, 
Which can add nothing to my pow'r, or Rome's. . 
Ho puts back the Crown with his hath 
at which the People ſhout for j0y. 
. In 


5 


it 


1 


xm glad, my friends, you are ſo eaſily pleas'd 


For pow'r well placed, can never be too great. 


* : I 
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With my refuſing what I think below me; 

Were it above me, I ſnould quickly reach it. 

Your Kings, it ſeems, exerted power ſo ill, 

That you expell'd the hated Name for ever. 

But tis the tyranny , not name, ye fear; 

And that my ſoul abhors, as muchas you. 

Witneſs, ye Gods, I have no other aim 

Than to advance your good, and my own honour. 
Ant. Take then this Crown , which ſeems ſo much 

for both; 
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Offering the Croꝛun once more. 


_— 


Cæſar refuſes it, and they 
ſhout a ſecond time. | 
Cæſ. Again! this needs not; tis unſeemly joy, 
It looks as if you doubted me before 
And are ſurpris'd to find my moderation. 
Ant. Tis I, Sir, am ſurpris'd ; but *tis with grief, 
To ſee you ſhun a pow'r, you ought to ſcek 
Hie offers the Crown the third time. 
At leaſt, reject it not with ſuch irreverence; 
Crowns are the faireſt preſents ofthe Gods. 
( Herefuſes it again, and they ſhout 
the third time. 
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Cæſ. Again! 
Peace, you unmannerly, unthinking crowd! 
Are you ſo pleas d? and have Ino way left 
But this, to be as popular as Pompey? 
How have l us d my pow'r, that you ſhould fear it? 
Then, to be more ſecure, here take my life: 


freely offer it to every Roman. 
, Let 
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124 JULIUS CASAR. 
Let out that blood, you think boils with ambition, 
I'd rather loſe it, than out. live my fame; 

Nor would accept of pow'r, unleſs to pleaſe. 
I feel their pulſes , and I find them beat 
( To Antony aſide, 
Fevriſh, and high, unfit for my deſigns: 
Their reaſon loſt, they rave for liberty, 
Like lunaticks, confin'd for their own good, 
Strive for a fatal freedom to be ruin'd. 
Ant. There for in pity , Sir, reſtrain them more, 
Ce/. I'll guard them from themſelves, their own 
wolſt foes, 
And will have pow'r to do whate'er I pleaſe; 
Yet bear my thunder in a gentle hand. 
Like Fove, I'Il ſit above; but' tis to ow 
My love and care ofall the world beJow. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
Meſſ. Some other ſports are in the field of Mari, , 
And only wait your preſence. 
Cæſ. Let us go. 
The ev'ning is far ſpent, it will be dark; 
And I, thou know'ſt, have not been well to- day. 
(To Brutus. 
Exeunt Ceſar , and Antony. 
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OLIN EC 2 
SCENE IV. 
GAS u 


Wa; you not wait on n Ceſar to the Courſe 2] 
Bras; NOTT.- \ 
Caſſ. How ſo? 
Brut. Tam not fit for ſports; 
[want the airy humour of Marc Antony. 
Let me not hinder, Caſs, your deſires. 
Caſſ. Brutus, I have obſerv'd you much of late; 
Ihave not from your eyes that gentleneſs 
And ſhow of love, which I was us'd to find: 
pardon my cares, that only come from kindneſs; 
Your carriage is a little too reſerv d, 
And ſtrange, to friends who would be more familiar. 
Brut. Caſſius, miſtake me not; if I have veil'd 
My look, I turn the trouble of my countenance 
Meerly upon my ſelf: Iam of late 
Troubled wich paſſions of a diff rent nature, 
| Conceptions only proper to my ſelf, 
Which gives perhaps ſome ſoilto my behaviour. 
But let not therefore my good friends complain, 
(Amongſt which number Caſſius is the chief 
Nor misinterpret farther my neglect ; 
But think poor Brutus, with himſelf at war, 
Forgets the ſhows of love to other men. | 
Caf. I am mot glad to find | was miſtaken. 


| That error made this breaſt of mine conceal] 
Thoughts 
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Thoughts ofgreat value, worthy of your ear. 
Tell me, good Brutus, can you ſee your face? 
Brut. No, Caſſius, for the eye ſees not it ſelf, 
But by reflex ion from ſome other thing. | 
Caſſ. Tis juſt: then know, tis much lamented, 
Brutus, 
That you have no ſuch mirror as might ſhow! 
( Spite of your modefty your own hid worth 3) 
That you for once might ſee the noble ſhadow, 
I have heard ſome , ofthe beſt rank in Rome 
(Except immortal Ceſar) talk of Brutus; 
And groaning underneath this age's yoke - 
Have wiſh'd that noble Brutus had his eyes. 
Brut. Into what dangers wou'd you lead me, Caſſu 
That you would have me look into my ſelf 
For that which is not in me? | 
Caſſ. Brutus, hear: 
And ſince, you know, you cannot ſee your ſelf 
So Well as by reflexion; I, yourglaſs, 
Will without all diſguiſe diſcover now 
That of your ſelf , which yet you know not of. 
And be not jealous of me, gentle Brutus. 
Were I ſome light Buffoon , or us'dto flatter ; 
To cloy each man I meet with proffer'd love, 
And then betray him; didI uſe to fawn 
And hug men hard, then cruſh them with my ſcanda, 
Or if you ever knew me riotous 
To loſs of reaſon, then you might ſuſpect me. 
What ſhouts are theſe ? ( A reat A. 
Brut. 1 hope, like thoſe juſt now, 
For joy, that Cæſar has refus'd the Crown. 


Caſ. 


Caf, If you hope that, you would not ha ve him 
King. N 

Brut. I would not, Caſſius; yet Views him well. 

c. And do you think he would forgive that wiſh, 

Hr would accept your love, with thatallay ? 

Brut. Ifjuſt , he will; and, if unjuſt, I care not. [ 

5 ut where fore do you hold me here ſo long? 

. ſee you labour with ſome weighty thing. 

Wit be towards the gen'ral good, ſpeak quickly; 

m in haſte to meet your noble thoughts. 

Sc Virtue in my eye and let grim Death 

Wake his unheeded dart, I'll ſt ill be fix'd, 

Wor, may the Gods ſo help me, as , for Honour, 

ook indiff rently on life or death. 

wt I know your vertue, Brutus, & dare truſt it. 

yell, honour is the ſubject of my ſtory. 

Ec:nnot tell what you and other men 

Think of this life; but for my fi ingle ſelf, 

n chuſe much rather not to live at all, 

Than live to be in awe of any thing. 

Pas born free as Ceſar; ſo are you; 

Ve both are bred as well; andwe can both 

dure the winter's cold as well as he. 

| For, once upon a raw and guſty day, 

I troubled Tiber turn'd intoa foam ; 

c earſaysto me, Caſſius, dar'ſt thou now 

eap in with me into this angry flood, 

Ind ſwim to yonder point? Upon the word 

gccoutred as Iwas, I plung'd me in, 

A d bade him follow; ſo indeed he did: 

Ihe torrent roar'd, and we did buffet it, 

[ith luſty ſine ws throwing it aſide , 
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123 JULIUS CASAR. 
But yet, e're we could reach the point propos'd,. 
Cæſar cry d, help me, Caſſius, or I fink! 

Juſt as, Areas, our great Anceſtor, 

Did from the flames of Troy bear on his ſhoulders 
The old Anchiſes, I, from Tiber's waves 
Bore the tir'd Ceſar. Vet this feeble man 

Is now become a God; and Caſſius is 

A wretched Creature, and muſt bend his body, 
If Cæſar give him but a careleſs nod. 

A ſtrange diſeaſe poſſeſſes him ſometimes; 
This day I ſaw him fall into his fit; 
(That which delay'd the ſports till afternoon) 
This God has fall'n to ground, and foam'd at mouth, 
His limbs have trembled, and his eyes have rolld, 
Vet now his look muſt awe the trembling world. 
Nay, I have heard him groan, like a ſick girl; 
And that ſmooth tongue which us'd to move 
And make the Romans ſet down all it ſaid, [much, 
Would faulter then, and ſtammer out firange thing 
Gods! why ſhould one of ſuch a feeble temper dat 

Be ſet upon the top of all this world, 
To look down on mankind ? 
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(A ſhow. 
Brut. Another ſhout ! Sure Rome is turn'd a Rexel 
(Another ſhout, 
I fear atleaſt they crown him with applauſe. 
Caſſ. Why man, he now beſtrides the natro 
world, 
Like a Coloſſus; and we petty men 
Walk under his huge legs, and peep about, 
To find our ſelves dishonourable graves. 


Men, at ſometimes, are Maſters of their fates; 
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The fault, dear Brutus, is not in our ſtars * <Er7 

But in our ſelves, that we are underlings. 030 

Brutus, and Cæſar: where's the difference? 

Why ſhould that name be ſounded more 3 yours ? 

Write them together, yours is as fair a name; 

Shout Brutus, and the echo is as loud: 

Iratus and Ceſar! conjure with thoſe names, 

Brutus will ſtart a ſpirit, as ſoon as Cæſar. 

Now in the name of all the Gods at once, gh 

Jon what high fame does this our Ceſar feed, 

That he is grown ſo great? Age thou art ſnam d. 

Nome, thou haſt loſt thy breed of noble blood! 

hen did there paſs an age, ſince time firſt was, 

hat the whole world reſounded but one man? 

hen could they ſay, till now, who talk'd of Rome, 

2 her wide walls contain d one ſingle Heroe? 

, you and [ have heard our Fathers ſay , 

Nee was a Brutus once, who kill'd his Sons, 

Ind would have ſlain his deareſt friend, nay Fahey . 

Rather than ſuffer Rometo be enſlav'd. | 

Brut. That Caſſius loves me, I am nothing jealous: 

What you would work me to, I haveſome aim; 

How I have thought of this, and oftheſe times, , 

ſhall recount here after; for this preſent 1 

would not (if with love I might intreat it 

te any farther mov d. What you have ſaid, 

will conſider; what you have to ſay E 

will with patience bear, and ſind a time 

oth fit to hear, and anſ wer ſuch high things. 

ill then, my noble friend, remember this: 

rutus had rather be a Villa ger, 

worthleſs ſtranger, than a ſon 4 Rome, 
1 
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130 JULIUS CESAR. 
© Under ſuch hard conditions as thistime 
Is like to lay upon us. | 
Caſ.. I ami happy , 
That _ weak words have aun thus much fron 
Brutus. 


2 1 


Exxceſſtvr ale and lightning, 
on a ſutldain. 

Brut. A A fate Rortn !TIHeave you, noble Caſſ 
We are obfety'd, At midnight, ifyou pleaſe 
We'll meet agi; and talk of this more largely. 

Caf 1 Will nor fail to wait on worthy Brutus. 

Exit Brutus 


Y © E * — 
Birr Cages to Cass1vs. 


C A's s 108. 


W. Ho's he's O28" 


C. A Roman. 

Caſſ. Caſta , By your voice. 
Ciſt. Tour ear is good. werb rng chant! 

Caf. A very Harmleſs air to honeſt men. 

Caſe. Whoever knewthe Heavens threaten fo! 

Caſſ. Wiotvet knew the earth ſo full of faults! 
For my part, IH walk ſtill about the ftreets, 
Submitting to the dangers of che ſtorm ; 
Unbutron d thus, and carelefs , as you ſee, 
Will bare my boſom to'the thundetbolt , 

]Juit as the fiery flaſh begins to dart. 


JULIUS/ CASAR nt 
cafe. But whereſors Wopld Yor ſo much a the - 
Gods ?-. - 
Sure 3 tis our bamenher to beer , and tremble 3 
wen they, for cauſes to poor men unknown, 
Send dreadfull Hgralds to denounce a war. 

Caf. You are dull, Caſea, and thoſe ſparks of fire 
That ſhould inflame à Roman breaſt „you want, 
Or elle diſſemble: you look pale, and gaze, 
And put on fear, and loſe your ſelf in wonder 5 
Too ſee this ſtrange di iſorder i in the Heavens: 
Think on the earth. 's good Caſca ; think on Rome ; 
Iffiery Meteors and fool-frighting Ghoſts, - 

If monſtrous bs: , and ſtrange} portentous things, 

s you believe reak Nature's ſettled courſe , 

Tis to accompany this monſtrous State. 

could now, Caſca, name to thee a man 

Moſt like this dreadfull night, which thunderss , 
lightens , 5 

Tears open graves , and keeps us all in terrors:. "I 

mannom ightier than thy ſelf or me, 

In real might „in worth; yet grown a Giant; 

and every Roman elſe ſeems but a Pigmy. 

Caſe. It is not hard t to gueſs the man you mean, 

Caſſ. No matter for his name ; for Romans now 

Havelimbs, and ſinews, like their anceſtors; 

But where the minds of: all our famous Fathers? 

Dead, dead with them ! we haye our mothers units 

is womaniſh to ſee, and ſuffer this. 

Caſc. Indeed , they ay, the Senators to-morrow 

can to eſtabliſh Ce/ar for their King; 

nd he ſhall wear his Crown by ſeaand land, 

n hs. place, but here! in Jl 


Caf. 


12 JULIUS CASAR 
* Caſſ: I know where | ſhall wear this dagger then, 
Caſſius from bondage will deliver Caſſius. 
Herein the poor are rich, the weak moſt ſtrong; 
By this, the wretched mock at baſe oppreſſion ; 
The meaneſt are victorious o'er the mighty. 
Not tow'rs of ſtone , nor walls of harden'd braſs 
Nor airleſs dungeons , the poor ftrength of Tyrant 
Not all their ſtrongeſt guards , nor heavieſt chains 
Can in the leaſt controul the mighty ſpirit. 
For, noble life, when weary of it ſelf, 
Has always power to ſhake it off, at pleaſure. 
Since I know this, know all the world beſides, 
That part of tyranny prepar'd tor me, 
I can and will defy. 
Caſc. And ſo can TI. 
Thus ev 'Ty bondman in his own kind bears 
The powꝰ'r to cancel his captivity. . _ 
Caſ]. And why ſhould Cæſar be a Tyrant then? 
Poor man! I know he would not be a wolf, 
But that he ſees the Romans are but ſheep: 
He were no Lion, if we were not lambs. 
But oh, disorder'd grief, where haſt thou led me 
I ſpeak , perhaps, before a willing bondman , 


One whom tame fools miſcalla mod'rate man, 
That is, a mean complyer with the times. 


But Jam arm'd within againſt all dangers. 
Caſc. Caſſius, you ſpeak to Caſca, to a man 
Whoſe thoughts have all this while outgone yo 
"Here take my hand, and make what uſe of it (wot 
The times and our neceſſities require; 
I am reſolv'd. 
Caſſ. Then, there's a bargain made. 
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ow know, good Caſca, I have mov'd ak 

ome of the boldeſt nobleſt minded Romans + 

o undertake with me an enterprize 

f honourable, dang'rous conſequence. 

hey now all ſtay for me in Pompey's porch, 

\nd ſuch a night as this requires a ſhelter ) 

night, that's like the noble work in hand, 

black, and terrible! but ſoft! Stand cloſe. 
(Enter Trebonius, 

Caſe. Trebonius , now I know him by his gait. 

8 Caf. He is a friend; pray hold, whither ſo faſt? 


Cimber ? 
ICs. No tis our Caſca , one as bold, and Aachen 5 


Inot ſtay'd for 
Treb, What a night is this? 


tere's two or three of us have ſeen ſtrange ſights! 


Wreb, You are. 
Caſſus, if you could rg with 8 
as a band, would ty e our party ſtrong. 
aſe. Why is not Brutus one? I thought him ſure. 
Taſ. Be you content. Trebonius, take this ſcrole, 
d look you lay it in the ready way, 
pere Brutus needs muſt find it; then, throw this 
Bt his window; ſet this up with wax 

on old Brutus. ſtatue : all this done, 
Pair to Pompey's porch , where you ſhall find us. 
ecius Brutus, and Marullus there? 
reb. All, all are there, except Metellus Cimber, 
he js gone to {eek you at your houſe, 

5 1 | Caf. 


4 
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Treb, To look out you, who's that, Meretlus 


if. Well, let em ſee . tell me, am Laid for? 
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And, on the next affault , 
Caſc. Oh, he fits high in all the people's hearts, 
Caſſ. So, that which would appear offence in us, 
His countenance , like the great art of Chymiſls, 
Will change to vertue , ind to noble decds. 
Caſc. Him and his worth, and o our great need of 


Jutivs ITT 


oe Away then, loſe no time: Come, my good 


| Caſta , 
We will go viſit Brutus yet ede My: 
Three parts of that good man are outs already, 


him 


You have conſider'd well. Come let's make hafte. 
Gaſſ. The Sun that lees him next, ſhall ak hin 


ours 


End of the firſt Aft. 


ER E ed e 


dnſtead of the Muſi CR u, aally plaid beravn 
the Acts, the following verſes are, aft 
to be ſung by a Chorus rept 


this Ad, 
ſenting the Roman People. 


Firſt Chorus. 
; 


Mult to a haughty Maſter bow, 


he yields entire. 


eee e 


7 Hither is Roman Honour gone? 

Where is our ancient Virtue now ? 
That Valour which ſo bright has ſhone, 
And with the wings of Conqueſt flown, 
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who with our toil our blood & all we have beſide, 
Corges Bis ill got power „ his humor & his ꝓride. | 
| 1 1 | 
| Fearleſs he will his life expoſe ; 
So does a Lyon or a Bear. 
His very vertues threaten thoſe 
Who more his bold Ambition fear. 
How ſtupid wretches we appear, 
Who round the world for wealth & Empire roame, 
EYctnevernever think what ſlaves we are at home 52 
| 1TH, | 4 
Did Men for this together joyn , 
Quitting the free wild life of Nature? 
What other Beaſt did &er deſign 
The ſetting: up his fellow Creature? 
And of two miſchiefs chuſe the greater? 
Oh rather than beflaves'to bold im perious men, 
Give us our wildneſs & our woods , our huts & 
IV. caves again. 
There ſecure from lawleſs ſway 3 | 
Out of Pride or Envy's way, 
Living up to Natures rules 
Not depraved by Knaves & Fools, 
| Happily we all ſhould live, & harinleſs as our Sheep⸗ 
And at laſt as calmly dye as Infants fallaſleep. 
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888 8 88 


1 CO oO 
SCENE I. 
BauTvus alone , in his houſe , unreſt. 


E would be King; nay will be, if he lives; 
This moſt important day diſclos'd that ſecret: 
Ambition, like a mad tempeſtuous ſea, 
Swell'd him above the bounds of wiſe diſſembling, 
Andended all our hopes of future freedom. 
Juſtice and liberty, farewell for ever! 
If Brutus is thus ſenſible of ſlav'ry, 
I who am Ceſar's friend, and partial for him; 
What is it then to others? to thoſe thouſands 
Who muſt lye heap'd in duſt, to raiſe him higher? 
But my own words reproach me; can Icall 
My ſelf his friend, and yet conſent to kill him? 
By Heav'n, no leſs than plain ingratitude! 
That heavy load preſſes my tender mind; | 
I cannot bear it. Nay this Ceſar alſo 
Is humbly brave, and gentle in his greatn eſs; 
Apt for converſe, and eaſy of acceſs ; 
Skill'd in all arts, matchleſs in Eloquence ; 
In war and buſineſs indefatigable. 
Bounteous as Nature, merciful as Heay'n ; 
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In all ſublime, high, and unparalleYd. | 
vetoft Humility is but the ladder, _ 
y which the ambitious Climber gets ſo high; 
W But, when he once attains the upmoſt round, 
Then ſtraight he throws the uſeleſs Engine down, 
Looks in the Clouds, and ſcorns the low degrees 
By which he did aſcend. Then Rome is loſt ! 

But is there no way left us but his death? 
WE What kill the beſt, and braveſt of mankind , 

only for jealouſy of being ſlaves ? 
oh diſmal ſound ! Who can dread that too macs; 2: 
The fear of ſlavery is fortitude. 2 
And to adviſe him? No ' tis eaſier 
To kill a Tyrant amidf all his guards, 
han give him counſel for his country's good. 
This Ceſar's prudence may a while reſtrain him; 
Put if ambition once tranſports his mind : 
Down ſink at once all thoughts of right, or reaſon. 
oodneſs of Nature makes ſome ſtruggle in him; 
But even that goodneſs will incline to think, 
Nome ſhall be happier, when himſelfis higher. 
Lucius awake; what hoa! why Lucius! 
would it were my fault to ſleep ſo ſoundly. 
.cis⸗ awake, awake! 
| Luc, Call you my Lord? 
Brut. Get mea taperin my ſtudy , boy; 
hen, come and call me ſtrait. 
£ Exit Lucius; re-enters immediately 
Tuc. Here is a fcrohlhl! kl! 
ewly thrown in at window, faſt ſeal'd up. 
Brut. Give it me, boy, and haſte to light the taper. 


| [Exits Lucius. 
i 5 "0 
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Tis not yet day, but ſuch a fiery night, 

That I may make a ſhiftto readthis parchment, 
Brutus, awake; for Roms has loſt her reſt [ Reads, 
And takes it ill that thou ſhouldſt fleep ſo ſoundly: 
Awake, and fltrike } ----there was a Brutus once 
And Tarquin ha thus ] muſt piece it out. 

There was a Brutus who redeem'd his country, 

And did what now we all expect from thee. 

Shall Reme tis dark, but ſure it mult be thus, 

| Lead! 
Shall Rome, the Miſtriſs of che proſtrate world, 
Be raviſh'd by a Tyrant? Brutus, ſtrike. 

O Rome! and doſt thou call upon thy Brutus ? 

Am I thought worthy of thy choice? tis done: 

Thou ſhait1 not wait for aid that I can briog thee 

Euter Lucius again. 
Lac. Some body knocks at gate, Sir, ſhall I open} 
Brut. See, who tis firlt ; 5 go boy, 3 bring me 
word. | . ¶ Exit Luci, 

Would it were over once; Ican nut xeſt: 

In ſuch a plot there is no peace ofmind: 
The harſhneſs of this deed would ſink n. 
Did not aſſiſting juſtice hold me up. 
Enter Lucius with a taper, 
Luc. Tis Caſſius, my Lord. 
Brut. Is he alone? | 
Luc. No, but l could not well perceive the reſt, 


Their faces are ſo muffled in their robes. 


Brut. Let them come in. They are the faction 
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1 Raue Caſſius and the reſt of the Conſpira- 
tors mufled in their roles. 


= HF B RUT Os. 
Wrkeome: , good brother Caſſius: weome all 

Caſſ. Welcome the hour that brings us _ toge- 

Brut, Know I theſe men? [ ther. 

Caſſ. You know them, and their hearts, | 
Which are all ſet upon the noble Brutus. 

This is Trebonius; this Decius Brutus; 
This Cinna, Caſca, and Metellus Cimber: 
Your friends, and followers, all. 

Brut, They are moſt welcome. 

Caſ. Brutus, a word. | They —_—— 

Caſc. If Brutus will but join , 

Our fabrick's firm, and nothing then can make it: 
He is the cement thatmuſt hold us faſt, 
Brut. Well, noble Lords, I am at laſt reſoly'd ; 
{ Evn againſt friendſhip juſtice has prevail'd, 
Give me your reſolute hands. 

Caſſ. And let us Twear. 

Brut. No Oath: the cauſe already is ſo ſacred, 
There is no need of Oaths to make it more 
If ſenſe of ſlavery, and noble ſhame, 

If thirſt ofhoneſt fame in after Ages, 

If glorious juſtice cannot move our ſouls, 
They are too weak for ſuch a deed as this; ; | 
N rear 
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Break off betimes, and every Roman here 
Retire with bluſhes to his idle bed; 

And then let Tyranny forever range, 
Till each man falls unpity'd : but if theſe 

As who dares make a doubt) are noble Roman:; 
What needs a tye among us but our words? 


Plain honeſty to honeſty engag'd, | 
That C2/ar ſhall not live to laugh at cowards. 


Let Prieſts, and Women (wear, and feeble minds, 


Which, wav'ring ſtill, need ſuch a childiſh check: 
We are above ſuch helps, and ſteady bear 15 
Our even ſouls, without one doubtful ſtart. 
What Roman dares be baſe in ſuch a buſineſs? 
Reckon his guilt, and ſhame , he ventures more 
Than ifhe did attempt ten thouſand Tyrants. 
Caſſ. But what of Cicero ? ſhall we ſound him? 
is gravity will countenance our heat. 
Treb. No need of that , now Brutus is engag'd. 
Brut. I know him well, believe him juſt and wiſe; 
Yetvanity alittle clouds his virtue : 
Nor is he bold enough for ſuch a buſineſs. 
The Horſe that ſtarts, however good beſides , 
In War is troubleſome , nay dangerous. 
D. Brut. But Antony, ſo well belov'd by Cæſar, 
That inſtrument of all his tiranny , 
If he ſurvive, will be another Cæſar. 
Treb. Decius, well urg'd; Antonius muſt dye. 
Brut. O, by no means, our courſe will ſeem tos 
bloody, | | 
To cut the head off, and then hack the limbs: 
will look ike anger, nay like envy too; 
For, Anton) is great by Cæſar's favour; | 


* 


Let 


Elſe I confeſs that Iam guilty too: 


Caſſ. O how Ilong to welcome the eighth hour, 
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Let us be facrificers, but not butchers. 


We only draw our ſwords againſt Ambition; 


Not againſt Ce/ar's perſon , but his power: 


Oh that we, then, could come at Cæſar's ſpirit , 


Abate his pride, and yet not ſpill his blood! (fi os 

It cannot be; Ceſar alas muſt bleed. 

Yet, gentle friends! | 

Let's kill him boldly , but not wrathfully ; ; 

Let's ſerye him up, a diſh fit for the Gods; 

Not mangled, as a feaſt to Beaſts of prey. 

Our hearts ſhould melt , like thoſe of tender Parentss 
Who oft in ſharp, but neceſſary rage, 

Correct offending Children with remorſe, 


Feeling more pain than what they make them ſuffer. 


This mercy too looks better to the world, 


| Which ſhall not call us Murderers, but Heroes. 
As for Antonius therefore, think not ofhim ; 
For he ean do no more, than Cæſar's arm, 


When Ceſar's head is oft. : 
Treb. But yet I fear him: ; 

For he loves Ceſar, and is moſt audacious. *" 
Brut. I hope that loving Ceſar is no fault; 


If he loves Cæſar, all that he can do 


ls to begriev'd, and pine away for Ceſar: 
| And it were ſtrange he ſhould ; for he is given 
| Too much to wildneſs, company , and pleaſures. 


Caſſ. There is no fear of him: let him not dye; 


For he will live and laugh at this hereafter. 


D. Brut. But hold, how late's the night? 
Brut. Tis five, at leaſt. 


The 
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142 JULIUS CASAR. 
The wiſh'd alarm to our great purpoſes! _ 
D. Brut. Tis time to part, leaſt at our ſever 
We ſhould be miſs'd too long. {home 
Caf. But what if Ceſar „„ 
Should forbear coming to the Capitol! ? 
The unaccuſtom' d terror of this night 
May move the Augurs to forbid his going: 
And, tho himſelf's above ſuch idle fears, 
Vet the moſt wiſe and brave muſt yield to cuſtom. | 
D. Brut. Never doubt that: And tho be were te 
ſolved, 
I can o'er-ſway him; for he loves to hear me. 
Prudence, tho' much ſuperior , often yields 
To ſubtle mirth, and fly inſinuation. 
If Ceſar ſtay at home becauſe it thunders, 
I can in jeſt reproach him with his fear; 
He'll laugh, yet fear he ſhall be thought afraid. 
Brut. Nay , we will all of us be there to fetch him 
But ſee, tis almoſt day, ſome light appears. 
Caſſ. Then let us be diſpers d, like foggy clouds, 
To meet again in thunder. 
Brut. Friends, farewell. 
Only remember that we all are Romans; 
That thought will keep up our exalted ſpirits. 
E xeunt Conſpirators , manet Brutus 
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Enter Portia undreſ? „ as new riſen 
from bed. 
Z PORTIA. 
Rur vs! my Lord, where are you? 
Brut, What, my Portra ! 
Why do yon thus expoſe your tender health? 

Por, Can I conſider health, without your love? 

You have unkindly ſtoPn from me to- night; 
And by your abſence robb'd me of my reſt : 
How could my Brutus thus ungently leave 

One ſo un willing to be left by you? 

Brut. Chile not too much, my Portia; and yet 
There is ſome pleaſure to be chic ſo kindly. 

Our ſex has tendernefſs equal to yours; 

Yet we, incumbred with vexations cares, 
No ſooner bend our ſofter thoughts to love, 
But bufinefs, like a Maſter too fevere , 
Stands hov'ring over us amid{tourpleaſure,, 
And drags us to our tireſome task again. 

Port. But life is ſhort ; o why ſhould we miſpendit? 
A wretchcondemn'd to dye within few hours, 
Would think them ill employ'd in complemems: 
The ſolemn trifles ofa buſy world 
Are oft but complement, compar'd with love, 
Whoſe ſhort and precious hours you throw away. | 

Brut. Dear Portia » now "OE but — my 
| thoughts, 


Por fe 
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I never.us'd to thee before. 


:144 JULIUS CASAR.: 
port. Can mine be eaſy then? 'tis no ſmall thing 
Can vex your even mind, and make you froward, 
Froward with me, which you was ne'er till now: 
This nightI folded you within theſe arms , 
And ask d you if you ſlept, if you were well? 
You ſaid, you could not t ſleep, ; and yet turn'd from 
me. | 
Brut. Turning from thee is reſtleſneſs indeed; 
Thou only comfort to my troubled mind! 
May joys , and full content remain in yours. 
Port. Oh, preach content to one upon a rack, 
And he will hear as ſoon. 
My ſoul is ſo perplex'd with fears for you 
That allthejoys of Nature, or of fortune 
Could find no entrance here at ſuch a time. 
Brut. Retire, retire; talking ſo tenderly, 
You, like officious and condoling friends, 
But more afflict that mind you would compoſe. 
I hope you think me neither falſe nor fooliſh : 
If it were fit for you to know my cares, 
*Twere.ill in me to let you ask me twice. 
Let that ſuffice, and leave me: t is a word, 


Port. Alas | | 
vou would not uſe it now, if ail you lov d. = 
Can you have thoughts unfit to own to me? 
You are unjuſt, and Fundone, farewel. 

Brut. What means my Portia? - 

8 | Brutus unjuſt! 
| Oh'tis a wonder which your very foes - + 
Would not believe, tho' told it by your friends: 
And to me too, who had leaſt cauſe to fear it 


JULIUS. CAESAR. _ 


So little deſerv'd to find him ſo. 
Am l but only partner of your pleaſures 5 
Fit for your trifling hours, & to be kept 
At hatefull diſtance from your nobler thoughts? 
What is it I have innocently done 
To loſe that truſt which always follows kindneſs? 
And therefor yours is chang'd; I ſee it plainly: _ 
Thunder is fall'n on my poor guiltleſs head, ¶ Wecps. 
And all but I perhaps have heard the blow. 

Brut. In this you wrong me Portia. | 

Port. // Lon: 
I never wiſh'da wrong to you before. 

Brut. How have [liv'd & which of all my actions 
Has giv'n the leaſt occaſion ev'n for malice? 


lam you know not like the reſt of Husbands; 


My promiſe & my vows are tyes to me, 

As ſtrong as Fame and Virtue are to you: 

Iwill not mention now the bands of love 

In which I thought we were for ever fix'd. 

What theſe unjuſt ſuſpicions may produce 

Either in you or me, alas, I know not. 
Therefor be calm & kind as thouart us'd , 


And try ſuch rough ungentle ways no more. 
My mind you know hardens againſt compulſion, 
But cafily bends under gentle uſage. 


Port. Oh let me now try that ſoft way again. | 


Thus low, thus tenderly I bey to know _ 
Falls on his neck 


That which | in woubliig you ev'n tortures me. 


| Shunn'd as [am 1 have a (hare in all 
Your reſolutions, ſ pite of * unkindneſs. 


You 
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4 Fou cannot ſhut me out from tender cares 
E; For every thought of yours: that zealous part 
The meaneſt ſlave may have in mighty Ceſar, 
And yet give no offence, 


c 


Brut. The mighty Ceſar! [ Apart 


| 
I 
I am that meaneſt flave, if he remain 8 
The mighty Ceſar. Kneel not gentle Portia. \ 
Port. I ſhould not need, if you were gentle Bratu:, 0 
| (Weeps, v 
Brut. O my ſoft heart! my Reſolution Sarm'd 
Againſt all dangers , nay , againſt my friend; _ M 
Tet firm to all things elſe, it yields to love; | T 
(Tales her in his arm. A. 
It yields to Portia. You are now too charming. BM 
For pity hide your Kindneſs, or your W; ; N 
There's no reſifting both. Id: 
Port. Tis kindneſs only 
aich makes me wiſh I had that beauty too. 
But are you then not angry? 1 
Brut. What, with thee? , Fol 
The moſt obdurate creature, ev n a Tyrant , wi 
In all his height of anger, and of pride, WI 
Could not be proof againſt one tear of thine. Ide 
(Kiſſes her, I 


O Portia, be not you that Tyrant then ; 
For we!l you know your pow'r, and may be mine. 

Port. But tell me all. 

Brut. Then know that they who came to meth 
But why ſhould I go onto thee , my Portia , (night. 
In any language but in that of love ? 
"Tis to profane thy ear, to entertain it 


With any harſher ſound ; ſpare then thy ſelf. * 
on, 


JULIUS CESAR. 1 
port. But you were juſt about to let me know. 
Brut. Know what ? know things that will bu 

trouble thee!? - - | 
| Believe me, Portia, tis 9 
For thee to tread in theſe obſcurer paths: 
Serpents lye hidden there, whoſe conſcious ſting 
Will rob thee of thy reſt. 
Oh, preſs not thusto bear a part in that n 
Which with its weight will cruſh thy tender mind. 
Port. Jama woman, but am Cazo's daughter. 
My heart is tender, but to Brutus only. 
Think you tis nothing, to have ſuch a Father, 
And ſuch a Husband ? 
Brut. Well then, hear it all. 
Port. Hold, deareſt Brutus! 
Idare not hear it yet; I'll try this firſt. 
[ She rag her ſelf in the Arm. 
Brut, Hold, what d'ye mean? 
Port. To try my fortitude. 
For tho' I durſt have truſted my firm mind 
With any thing which but concern d my ſelf; 
Where you re engag'd, it was too great a venture: 
doubt my firmeſt thoughts, while you ſuſpect them. 
' Brut. Oh, wonder of thy ſex! 
Gods! make me worthy of this matchleſs woman. 
Haſte, haſte, and letthy wound be Wen dreſs'd, 
Within I'll tell thee all, | 
And in thy boſom pour my very ſoul. 
t. Exit Portia. Enter Lucius. 
Tuc. A Meſſenger „my Lord, from mighty * 
ls ſent to ſummon you, and Cains Caſſius, 
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148 JULIUS CASAR. 
Nn ſome ONT matter preſently, ? 
| | D Exit Latius, 
Brut. From Caſar? and my Brother Caſſius too? 
An early ſummons this! wearebetray'd, 
Loft and undone, yet leſs in our own ruin, 
Than in the letting him eſcape. Oh Rome, 
Thou haſt in vain depended on thy Brutus 
But l will go, leſt mydelaying now 
Should raiſe ſuſpicion; and if all's diſcover'd, 
My life is uſeleſs, and not worth my care. 
[ Exit, 


De PN, ee 


Between the ſecond and third act, theſe ver- 
ſes are to be ſung by a perſon repreſentin 
the Genius of Rome. 


N Second C Ho RUS. 


O, to prevent this mighty Empire's doom, 
From bright unknown abodes of bliſs I come, 
The awfull Genius of Majeſtick Rome. 


Great is her danger: but I will engage 
Some few, the Maſter- ſouls of all this age, 
To do an act of juſt heroic rage. 


Tis hard a man ſo great, ſhould fall ſo low; 
More hard, to let ſo brave a people bow 
To one themſelves have rais'd, who ſcorns them 
now, y 
e 


JULIUS CASAR. 149 
Yet oh, I grieve that 3r utus ſhould be ſlain'd, ; 


Whoſe life, excepting this one act, remain'd 
So pure, that future times will think it feign'd. 


But only he can make the reſt combine, 
The very life, and ſoul af their deſign ! 
| The centre , where thoſe mighty ſpirits join. 


Unthinking men no ſort of ſcruples make; 
Others do ill, only for miſchief's ſake; 
But ev'n the beſt are guilty by miſtake. 


Thus ſome, for envy, or revenge, intend Fi. 
To bring the bold Uſurper to his end; 1 
But for his Country, Brutus ſtabs his Friend. i 
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This day was dully ſpent in publick ſports, 


1 
The Scene is Czlar's Apartment „ where hy 
appears undreſyd. 


C as A R. 
Mbition, oh thou Tyrant of my ſoul! 
How much a gentler Lord am I to Rome, 
Than thou to me! Jam the only ſlave. 


Things too magnificent for true delight: 
Joy dwells in ſilent ſhades, and private pleaſures; 
In peace, and not in pomp: then, my long nights, 
Thoſe precious hours deftgutd for ſoft repoſe, 
Are by unruly cares thusravifh'd from me. 
Enter Junius. 
Jun. Brutus and Caſſius attend your pleaſure. 

Ceſar. I tell thee, Junius, my truſty freed-man, 
That melancholic Caſſius needs obſerving. 
If e'er I could be capable of fear, 
I think it would be of that penſive Caſſius. 
He loves not learning, no not poetry 
Nor is his ſullen humour pleas'd with Muſick. 
When others laugh, he ſo demurely ſmiles 


Ny 


such noble Romans, had you not been both 


— 


JULIUS CASAR if 


As ifhe thought it meanneſs to be merry. 
Seldom he likes what others molt approve, 
And loves to praiſe what all men elſe diſlike. 
Such men as he are never at theireaſe, 


While they behold a greater than themſelves. 
vet hei is brave, and ſhall have due preferment. 


Exit Junius. 
93580086 waagen gb ROT ee 88706 
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Enter BRU rTus aud CASss Ius. 


wi. bhp. "Gogh 
ee 
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CESAR. 


Ou ſeem amaz'd at ſuch an early ſummons; : 
I have not ſlept ail night. 


Caſſ. On what account? 
Cef. Tis only what I ſuffer from my cares. 
But my unquiet mind ſhould not difturb 


Nearly concern'din what I have toſay. 
Caſſ. We are betray d. ( Softly, 
Brut. No matter ; let us not, | 
Betray ourſelves by want of reſolution. Softly. 
Cæſar. The two great vacant Offices of Prætors 
(On which ev'n nejgh'ring Princes look with envy) 
Shall now be fill'd by two the greateſt Romans 
| owethe Commonwealth that care, to find 
| Who beſt deſerves her favour or her frown. 
Caſſ. We neither beg for one, nor fear the other. 


Ceſar. Caſſ 45, I know your ſoul is void of fear, 
R 4 And 
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152 JULIUS CAESAR. 
And above grudging at your Brother's greatne's. 
Caf. J underſtand no Oracles ; but ſure 
Brutus and I are friends, as well as brothers, 
Cæſ. And therefore you will be the more con- 
tented, 
If I advance him ev'n above your ſelf; 
Deſertlike his can never riſe too high. 
I know no pleaſure equal to obliging 
Tranſcendent merit in an humble mind. ſhip, 
Such modeſt worth ſhould get the prize from court, 
Yet this may only be my love's miſtake; 
For, I confeſs my weakneſs , I am frail 
: [ Embracing Brutus, 
Like other men, and partial for a friend; 
Yet that's a fault Heay'n eaſily forgives. 
Be thou, my beſt lov'd Brutus, Chief of Prefors; 
AT 8 145 may accept the ſecond place, 
(To Caſs, 


Not * in the State, but my affection. 
No thanks; a coin not counted among friends. 
| Exit Ceſar 


ORGRONGROR SR OR OP S Þ 
SCENE III. 


A. Tis well it proves no worſe. 
Brut. What worſe can be? 
Caſſ. Sure, Brutus has no reaſon to complain. 
Brut. Yes, of you, Caſſius; if you can believe 
I would receive a favour from a foe. 


Is this a time to be oblig'd by Ceſar ? 
| . | Goo! 


JULIUS CASAR. 153 
Good Gods! had I not doubts enough before? 
Did I not ſtruggle hard enough for virtue? 
That this laſt tenderneſs of his is added, 
To ſhake my very ſoul? the ſtrong impreſſion 
May break my heart; but ſhall not bend my mind. 
Caſſius in this is honour'd more than Brutus; 
For, when our Country is ſo much debaſed, 
Repulſe is glorious, and advancement ſhame: 
Ill not be rais'd by him who ruins her. 
lt was no private injury provok'd me: 
| Frowns had not frighten'd me, nor ſhall his favours 
With all their Syren voice entice me to him. 
I muſt go on through virtue'splainett courſe, 
In that ſmooth path there is no fear of falling. 


CSS Oo $02 ed brd 


SCENE IV. 


Enter the Conſpirators , and other Senators; 


Cagsnrvs. 


Ee if our friends are not already come, 
Tis later than we thought. You are well met. 
Cinna. Is Cæſar ſtirring yet? 
Caſſius. Juſt now gone in; 
And will, when dreſt, immediately come forth. 
Fear nothing, all's ſecure. | 
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Enter CxsA R again, areſ'd. 


Ae CA 
Elcome, my friends. 


D. Brut. The Senate does mon great co IF 
preſence; | T 

And weare come to wait upon you thither. T 
Ceſar. Let em attend a while, tis early yet. 0 
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53 C E NE V I. Ha 

Al. 

Enter Antony. W. 

Ma 

Hat, Antony , who revels all the ne . EW] 

Is he up too? Nay, then tis time to go. Bet 

Ant. Rather to ſtay: I came not here in courtſop At] 
But 'tis the ſacred College of the Prieſts Ani 
Which brought me hither ; and they wait without. WW Th 
Hear'em , great Ceſar; it concerns you nearly. Ane 
And whatdoes ſo is for the good of Rome. | Wh 
Cæſar. The Senate ſtays, another time will ſeri. Th. 
(As he is going out, enter int Yet 

Prieſts who ſtop him. C 

HE Great Cæſar, hail ! forgive our zealous H Did 
Urg'd by divine portent, which ſent us here 1 


Ti 


WW 
- 


CD 


ä 


To warn the mighty ruler of the world. a 
Ceſar. Speak: Lattend the meſſage of rhe Gods. 
Prieſt. As on mount Aventins I lately fate, | 
Attir d with ſacred Robes, and ſouthward turn'd , 
The Heav'ns all clear, and free from black preſage, 
With my bent wand I the due rites perform'd , 
And parted all the Regions of the air. 
When lo, ill-boding birds appear'd from far 
Bearing misfortunes on their ominous wings ? 
Igaz d upon them with prophetick skill, 
Till a fierce flaſhof lightning check'd my fight. 
Then, in one inſtant, all the Heav!ns were chang'd; 


Clouds, (well'd with thunder, rowld themſelves 


With noiſe too horrible for humane ear. ſ[along, 

Caſar. It thunder'd, and itlighten'd : well, go on. 
2 Prieſt. Omens of ill in ſeveral kinds agree: 

Having new choſe for ſolemn ſacrifice 

Alarge-grown Bull, the goodlieſt of the herd; 

With an unwonted rage he breaks his chains, 


Making fierce way through all the frighten'd crowd, 
Which gaz d, and trembled; fo divided ſtood 


Betwixt their curioſity and fear ; 


At laſt, he at the Altar laid him down, 


And ſeem'd to beg the blow, which none durſt give, 
Then on aſudden-ſhook the air like thunder 


And with unheard of bellowing breath dhis laſt, 

| When open'd, we beheld, witheyesamarz'd . 

This boift'rons heaſt that WEE with ſo much cla- 

Yet had no heart, [ mour » 
Cæſar. And I ſhould ſeem like him, | 

Did I give wayto every idle fear. 
Pricſt. Is it an idle thing to fear the Gods? 

| Thou'tt 
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No woman changes more than crowds of men. 


255 JULIUS CASAR. 


Thou'rt in their power, as the world in thine ; 


And each may own a fear without a bluſh. * 


Ant. Good Cæſar be advis'd: in this one thing 
Yield to your friends, and ſend the Senate word 
You are not well. 5 6 

Cæſar. What, ſend' em an excuſe? . ; 
Havel in conqueſt ſtretch'd my arm ſo far, 

And fear at laſt to tell grey-beards the truth? 
No, Antony, truth will bear out it ſelf. 
I would do much to give my friends content; 
So, let them know I ſhall not co me to- day; 
Cannot, is falſe, and, that I dare not, falſer. 
J will not come: go tell it to the Senate. 
[To Decius Bruty, 
Dec. Brut. But ſhall not I pretend ſome cauſe for 
this? | | 
Cæſar. The cauſe is in my will. I will not go. 
That is enough to ſatisfy the Senate. 

Dec. Brut. Sir, I obey ; but pardon my affection. 

If it offends you with untimely care: 

The Senate is reſolv d to give a Crown 

This day to mighty Cæſar: who can tell, 

But by to-morrow their looſe minds may change? 
Aſſemblies are uncertain as the ſea, 

Which ebbs and flows , new riſes, and now falls, 
Juſt as the hum'rous windinclines to move. 


Cæſar. How weak your fears ſeem now, good 
: Anton , 
J muſt not let the ſair occaſion fall. 
Prepare the Ceremony , I am ſtay'd for. 
| Brut. 


Brut. Prudence in vain defends unhappy men: 


When Heav' n ordains, the wiſeſt haſte to ruin. 
Exeunt Omnes, 


70 be PEO 8 the third At , 
5 aerial Spirits. 


by two 


Third Cnonvs. 


* 


Ell) oh tell me, whence ariſe 
Theſe disorders in our skies? 
dome's great Genius wildly gaz'd; 
ind the Gods ſeem all amaz'd. 

2, 
now, in fight of this day's SUR 4 
duch a deed is to be done, 
Black enough to ſhroud the light 
Of all this world in diſmal night. 
1. 


1 
g 


hat is this deed? 

5 6 
o kill a man, 
he greateſt ſince mankind began: 
earned, eloquent and wiſe, 
en'rous, merciful and brave! 

15 

Vet not too great a ſacrifice, 


he liberty of Rome to fave! 
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us JULIUS CESAR, 


2. 
But will not goodneſs. claim regard? 
And does not worth deſerve reward? 
1. 
Does not their Country lye at ſtake-? 
Can they do too much for her ſake? 


Both together. 

'Tho' dreadfull be this doom of Fate, 
Juſt is that Pow'r which governs all: 
Better this wond'rous Man ſhould fall, 

Than a moſt glorious, virtuous State. 
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SCENT L 


The Scene „a fret, through which Ceſar 
paſſes in pomp to the Senate-Houſe , -at- 
tended by thoſe Senators who were with 
him at the end of the former Ack. 


Enter Spurinna baliily. 


„„ | 
He Ides of March are come. en 
Spur. But not yet paſt. 

e pleasꝰd, great Cæſar, to peruſe this parchment, 
| Meſſ. Tis ftdm a friend of Ceſar this petition; 
t your firſt leiſure read his humble ſuit. 41 
Spur. Oh Ceſar , read mine firſt. tis for your ſafety: 
lead it „ great Cæſar, read it inſtantly. | 
Cæſ. What moſt concerns our ſelf ſhall laft be read 2 
I lay it up aging a time of leiſure, 
: To 1 3 

Caſſ. What, do you trouble Ceſar in the ſtreet: ? 
ring your petitions to the Capitol. 
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We are betrayed! But I will kill my ſelf; 


Fou may perceive they talk of ſomething elſe. 


— 


166 JULIUS CESAR. 
Spur. But, mine concerns his life. 


Caſſ. I know it doeʒ 
Therefore away, we'll all take care of that. 


tn 8055 ie eee eee 88 


SCENE II. 


The Scene is changed to the Senate- Houſe , 
which appears full of Senators, who all 
riſe up at Cxſar's cm One of then 
whiſpers Brutus. | 


SENATOR. | Fu Or 
LI good ſucceſs attend your enterprizae. Ml! 
A Caſſ. What did he ſay ? | Ind 


Brut. He wiſh'd me good ſucceſs. 
Caſſ. See, he makes up to Ceſar earneſtly. 


Ceſar, or Caſſius, never ſhall go back. 
Brut. There is no danger, Caſſius; Ceſar ſmiles; 


D. Brut. Let's all kneel round to beg for W 
W vet v 
Brut. Tis mean at any time, but needleſs now; 
Go you, I will not kneel. 


Caſſ. Well, what you pleaſe. Wien 
caſea ſtrikes firſt ; but ſtay, Cæſar will ſpeak. 


SSSSSSSSHSSSSSHSSSHSHSSGS 
SC * N 11a. 


Cæſar 45 ts on a fat above the 271 then. 
riſes up and ſpeaks , while the 8 eaters 


ſe nd round him. 


f 


ow, rev 'rend Lords, if any DTT thonghts 
Oppreſs your minds, unload your cares on me; 
or that's a burthen which belongs to power. g 
Isthere a barbarous people yet ſorude, 
Ot ſo remote, as not to fear your arms ; 
Ml make them join with all the world beſides 
In due ſubmiſſion to ſi uperiour virtue. | 
Is that great Parthian King ſo haughty grown; 
As not to reverence this awfull Senate? 
My arms ſhall haſte to humble all his pride, 
nd bring him bowing to your leaſt commands. 
Others, to raiſe themſelves , depreſs their Country; 
ut my ambition is to make your valour | 
hine out more bright to all the ſubject world. 
Yet vain were all my Triumphs, if I ſhould 
le fear'd abroad, and not be lov'dathome; 
herefore, what enemy have Inotpardon'd ? 
Ihe name of foe excuſes hate, and harm; 
Ind he that fears it leaſt, forgives it ſooneſt. 
old friends, indeed, are ſomething more provoking, 
et I can paſs them by with ſcorn and pity. 
e equal law (hall run its even courſe ; | 
I, No- 
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163 JULIUS CS AR. 
Nothing ſhall interpoſe, except my mercy ; - 
Juſtice her ſelf may lean that way ſometimes : 
Plain merit ſhall not languiſh unregarded, 
While cunning couttſhip fteals away the favour. 
On this depend; and while I govern thus, 
Lou will not grudge, if I ſhall govern long: 
And not tefign my pow'r, like unlearn'd Sylla, 
For want of kill to uſe it. | 
Caſc. Oh, I can hold no longer. | 
| They all ſlab Cæſar who ſtruggles with then 
till he ſees Brutus firike. 


Cæſar. What, Brutus too! 0 
Nay , then tis time to dye. 7 
Falls down , and covers himſelf with his Roli. 
Brut. Liberty, Freedom! Tyranny is dead. 
Nay ſtir not, worthy Lords, nor be amaz'd; 8 
We mean no harm to any Roman here: In 


Conſul, retire, for fear the coming crowd 
Should preſs too much upon your rev'rend age. 

Ca ſſ. Run to the ſtreets, and cry out Liberty 
Ring in their ears aloud that pleaſing ſound. 
Stoop, Romans, ſtoop, 

And let us bathe our hands in Cn ſar's blood, 

Beſpot our garments, and beſmear our ſwords; 
Then walk we forth into the Market- place, 
And waving our red weapons oer our heads, 

Cry out aloud, Freedom and Liberty! 
KK The deed is done, what need we triumP 
in it? 
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| W now , what news? 4 
Sen. The people are amaz d, 
cry out, and ſtare, and run about the fireetsz J 
As in an Ear | 
| They all floop down to Ceſar” 5 

n | | body except Brut us. 

Caſc. How many ages hence 
Shall this our lofty Scene be acted oer; 
In States unborn , and accents yet unknown? 

Treb. How many times ſhall Cæſar bleed in ſport; 
While the attentive Wong thall melt! in tears, oy 
To ſee his fall. | 

Brut. As oft as that ſhall be, 
So often ſhall this knot of us be call'd _ 
The men who gave their ans liberty. 
Let's venture forth. © 

Caſſ. Come on then, let's away: 
| Brutus ſhall-lead, and we will grace his ſteps 
With all the beſt and boldeſt ſons of Rome. 

Brut. What Antony return d, and without ame! 
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e Antony, and raking no notice of 
them falls on bis knees to Cæſar's body. 


. 


was unable to defend thy life, 

And therefore now can ſcarce endure my own; 
Thou great good man! is all thy race of glory 
Brought to this wretched end? didſt thou ſcorn death 
In all thoſe bloody fields, to find it here? 

Oh, tis I feel it; thou art paſt the pain; 

But in my heart tis acted oꝰ er and o er. 

For every thought of thee, and of thy love , 

Gives me freſh ſorrow: take my tribute here 

Of ſighs and tears that always ſhall attend thee. 
Lask your pardon, Noble Lords; my thoughts 

Were too much there, to look on ought beſides. 

Yet think not I repent of what I ſaid ; 

For ] will ſpeak the praiſes of my friend, 

Nor fear ev'n Heav'n , ould it reply in thunder. 

He was my friend, and I will ſtill be his, 

Tho* the Gods rage, and mankind meanly joins ; 

Who ſhe w regard to Heav'n in nothing elſe 

But ſlighting merit, when the Gods forſake it. 

Vet I, of all ſuf pected, and alone, 

Will boldly thus embrace this precious body. 

Nay, gaze not on me with ſuch threatning looks; 

Think not, that if I vala'd now my life , 

Jam 
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Jam ſo fooliſh to expoſe * by | 
What hour fo fit for me, what death ſo 5 Beg J 
As here to fall with Ceſar „and by you, 
The Maſter ſpirits, ſure, of all the world? 
Kill me then quickly; kill me with thoſe daggers 
That reek in blood of him I lov d ſo well: 
For, could [languiſh out a thouſand years, 
Ine'er ſhould find my ſelf ſo fit to dye: 
Tis now a pleaſure , what may be a pain. . 
| Brut. Oh, Antony, beg not your death of us. 
vou little think, when you commended Ceſar , 
How much my ſoften'd heart approv'd your praiſe. 
Rough tho' we ſeem, and tho our hands are bloody, 
Yet, Antony, you only ſee our hands, 
Which, free as thoſe of Juſtice from all rage, 
Ha ve done a deed, ſpite of our ſofter ſouls, 
| Your friendſhip to dead Cæſar we eſteem, 
And value yours the more: then join with us 
To ſettle Rome firm in its ancient freedom; 
And we will join with you to make you great; 
As great as can conſiſt with liberty. | 
Caſſ. Your voice ſhall ſound as high as any man's 
In the Election of ne Magiſtrates. 
Brut. Only he patient till you hear the cauſe 
Ofall this ſeemiug cruelty. You know 
| Ceſar us d me as kindly as your felf. 
Were [ ambitious, or ſought private ends, 
This, ſure, was not the way, witneſs, you Gods! 
None e' er who kill'd himſelf lov'd him he ſlew 
Better than I lov'd Ce/ar.! | 
| Ant, Oh my heart! 
Hold up a while, and help me to diffemble! (fs is 
1. G1ve- 
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Give me your hauds, I muſt accept yourlove 
| Moſt noble Brutus; and yours, Caius Caſſius. 
Alas, my credit ſtands on \pp'ry ground; 
And there's a precipice on either ſide. 
- To "AR + this your gentleneſs with rage, 
{When you thus ſpare me ev'n againſt my will) 
That would appear but a too rough return: 
Fet may not this too look like fear, or flatt' ry? ? 
That Ilov'd Cæſar, I muſt ever own; 
That he lov'd me, his favours ſhew'd too well: 
How ſhall Ido my part to him, and you? 
Unleſs you will youchſafe to give me reaſons 
Why Ceſar. dy'd; and let me bury him, 
(As it becomes his friend) with decent Honour: 
Then I'll but ſteep his aſhes in my tears, 
And in his cold Urn ſmother all my ſorrow. 

Brut. Tis Juſt, we grant it; take his body hence; 
And I will join my ſelf to do him honour. 

Caſſ. Hold, Brutus; firſt conſider well of that; 
The eaſy Rabble may be mov d againſt us. 

Who knows how Rhet'ric may prevail on fools? _ Th 

Brut. We need not, Caſſus, be ſo much concern Th 
Now Rome's ſecure, there's no ſuch thing as danger. WI 
Twas Cæſar's ſoul we fear d, and that once gone, An 
We cannot uſe his harmleſs corps too well. we 
Caſſ. But yet I fear the worſt. 

Brut. Beſides I'll go, | 
And ſpeak before him in the Market-place. 
But Antony, your praiſe muſt be ſo nice, 
As not to blame our actions: you may ſhew 
Both love to Cæſar, and eſteem of us. 


co 


a 
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caſſ. His ſpeech, ſhall be your pattern; ſo we leaye 


you 
To pay that pity which you owe your fri end. 


Exeunt all but Wr. 


SCENE Vide 


Antony „ who Hands o over the body f. 
Cæſar alone. 


ANT ON . 


DA indeed 1 but what a wretched change, 


That thou ſhould'ſt move it! thou 2) whoſe 1 won- 
drous ſoul | 
85 high as e er Humanity attain'd ; 
Vet gentle as the humbleſt of Mankind. 


Enter ſome friends of Antony | 


Thy vaſtambition was but juſt, andlike 
The Element of fixe when firſt created, 


| Which ſcar'd above the reſt , to ſhine more glorious, 


And chear the under world with light and heat. 
Thou ſtill ſhalt ſhine a Comet, and portend 
Ablack and bloody Scene of Civilewar. " 
Theſe Wounds inſpire me with prophetick ine 
Which like dumb Mouths op'ning their bloody lips, 
deem to entreat the utt'rance of my tongue. 
Now the whole world diſturb'd, will miſs thee ſoon3 
Men ſha] bemoan their Maſter , beat their breaſts 
And lay upon thy Death all their misfortunes. | 

L 4 | Wars 5 
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168 JULIUS CASAR. 

Wars, Bloodſhed, Maſfacres, ſuch horrid deeds, 
And fatal fury, ſhall be ſo familiar, 

That cuſtom ſhall take off all ſenſe of crime, 
And ſhame and guilt ſhall be but words forgot , 
Loſt in the boundleſs licence of the times. 
Come, let us bear him tothe Market-place , , 

This is a jewel yet, tho drop d by Fortune; 
With which we'll purchaſe papularity , 

And ſet up for our ſelves in this new world. 

Our tears and grief will ſoften their hard hearts d 

Fit to receive impreſſion fram our words. 

And when crowds liſten once, there is no ear, 5. 

They have the people's hearts, who have their ear. 
| Exeunt with the Body of Czſa. 
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To be e ſung after the fourth AF. 


_ Fourth Cuo RUS. 


Ow great a curſe has providence 
1 Thought fit to caſt on Human kind ? 


2 „Courage, Eloquence, 
The gentleſt nature, nobleſt mind, 


Were i intermix'd in one alone; 6 
Yeo in one moment overthrown ! 1 
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Could Chance, or ſenſeleſs on e 1 
To form a ſoul ſo great as his? 7 

Or would thoſe pow'rs we hold divine , 

Deſtroy their own chief Maſter- piece? 

: 5 8 2 8 W heie 
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Where ſo much difficulty lyes, 
The doubtfull are the only wiſe. 


And, with! muſt more perplex « our thoughts, , 
| Great Jove the beſt of Romans ſends, 
Todo the very worſt of faults, | 
And kill the kindeſt of his friends, 
All this is far above our reach, 
| Whatever Prieſts PENG) to preach. 


3 ** 
E 8 88 8 TD | 


SCENE the Forum. 


Enter Brutus and Caſſius followed by. 
crowds of Citizens. 


I, CITIZEN. 


Ehold the men who have deliver'd Rome, 
2. Citi. Brutus has freed us all , and he ſhall 
rule us. 
3. Citi. We will be free, and ſerve the noble 
Brutus. 
Brut, Why friends, ye. ſpeak impoſſibilities; 
would ye be free, yet ſerve? how odd that ſounds? 
2 [ grieve to ſee you bear your change no.better. 
But give me leave to ſatisfie you all 
: : L 5 Way 
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170 JULIUS- CASAR. 
Why we have done this deed , and for whoſe ſakes, 


II go up here; they who will hear me, ſtay ; ; \ 
The reſt may follow Cafſias, and hear him. 7 
x Citi. I would hear Brutus ſpeak. v 

2 Citi. I'll follow Caſſus, T 
And we'll compare together what they ſay. y 
3 Citi, The noble Bruzas is aſcended: filence, 37 

| Roman:, 10 


Brut. Friends! deareſt Countrymen „ and worthy N 

Vou lovers of your laws and liberties, | 

Hear me throughout with patience, not with paſſion; 
For, tho' your kindneſs is my chief contentment WM - 
I would not owe your judgment of thisdeed n. 

To any thing but reaſon well inform'd. H. 

Whois it here thinks Ceſar | innocent? ; 

I was his Friend and yet | thought him guilty ; | 

And faultsare great, which Friends cannot forgive, 

Why ſhould | kill him then but for your ſakes ? 

A wretch who yieldsa limb to be cut off, 

Does only that to fave a life that's dearer: 

And when a grieving Parent whips his Child , 

Call it correction, but not cruelty. 

Ifthen the very beſt of Ceſar 's Friends 

Should ask me why Ikflyd him'? thus I uſtwer: 
It was not that I lovAhim leſs than he, 

But tas becauſe [lov'd my „ 
Wou' d you have Cæſarlive, and dye all ſlaves; 
Rather than have him dead, to live albfreemen 2 
As Caſar lov'd me, oh I weep for him; 
Ae he was fortunate, Ican rejoice; 


As he was Valiant, IThonour him; ; 
Put, 
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ny as he was ambitious, Iflew him. 
Who's here ſo baſe, as would become a Bondman? 2 
Ifany , ſpeak; for him I have offended. 
Who's here fo rude , that would not be a Roman? 2 
Ifany , ſpeak, for him I have offended. 
Who' s here ſo vile, to value any thing, 
| Ev'n his beſt Friend, before the publick good? 
Iown, nay boaſt, I have offended him. 
What ſay you Countrymen 5 
Citixen. None, Brutus, none. 
Brut. Then none have I offended by his death. 
T he reaſon for it ſhall be fair enroll'd ; 
His glory not diminiſh'd in the leaſt. 
Here comes his body, mourn'd by good Antonius. 2 
Enter Antony with the body of Cæſar. 
Who , tho a Friend of Ce/ar , is ours too; | 
And ſo has leaveto bury him with honour. 
In a free Government all ſhould be friends: 5 
And he, who would have ſav'd this Ceſar's life , 
Shall yet receive advantage by his death; 
Freedom of Vote in governing the World: 
As which of you ſhall want it? Iconclude; 
: That, as I flew my Friend to ſave my Country. 
here have the ſame dagger for my ſelf, 
When ever N ſhall wiſh, or need my death. 
a Deſtrencis. 
1 Citi. on Brutus, live: bring him in triumph 
home. | 
2 Citi. Give him a ſtatue by his Anceſto ts. 
3 Citi. Let him be Cæſar. | 
4. Citi, Cæſar was nothing to him; 
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Let him be crown'd , I will have Brutus crown'd. 
Brut. Hold worthy Countrymen. 


1 Citi, Peace, filence. 
2 Citi. Peace, for Brutus ſpeaks again. 


Brut. You'll make me draw this dagger once again 
But tis againſt myſelf; for I would dye 
Your fellow friend, rather than live your Lord. 
You almoſt make me wiſh Cæſar alive: 
If one muſt rule, there's none could do it better. 
Pray hear Marc- Antony, for my ſake hear him ; 


| He ſpeaks by our permiſſion, and is noble. 


But, while he praiſes Cæſar, then remember 
Thonour'd him as much, butlov'd you more. 
" , ftay good Romans; not a man go with me. 
Exit. 
I. Citi. This Ceſar was a Tyrant; Brutas ſays la: 
And no man living knows a Tyrant better. 
2 Citi. For, neighbours , why thould Brutus kil 
him elſe? 
Helov'dhim. Therefore ſure he was a Tyrant. 
3. Citi. Notably ſaid! anſwer me that who can. 
But come, let's hear Marc Anton) a little. 


Ant. For Brutus ſake I am behoiden to you. 
1 Citi. What's that of Brutus? beſt ſpeak well of 


Brutus. 
2. Citi. How's this? what does he ſay, for Br 
| tu ſake ?. 
3. Citi. He fays, for Brutus ſake he is beholden 
+ 0 US; 
2. Citi. Oh, very well; go up Marc Antony. 
Ant. Shall 180 up, and wil you give me leave: 
Cl 


| 
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Citi. Ayr , ; (Antony aſcends. 
Ant, Friends , Countrymen , and Romans, heat 
me gently; : | 


come to bury Cæſar, not to praiſe him. 

Lo here the fatal end of all his glory: 

The evil that men do lives after them: 

The good is often bury'd in the ir gra ves; 

So let it be with Cæſar. Noble Brutus 

Has told you Cæſar was ambitious: 

fhe was ſo, then he was much to blame; 

Lind he has dearly paid for his offence. 

Here, under leave of Brutus and the reſt, 
come to do my duty to dead Cæſar. 

ewas my Friend, faithfull and juſt to me; 

ut yet it ſeems he was ambitious. 

prutus has ſaid it » muſt ſay ſo too ; 

or Brutus is a man of ſtricteſt honour. 
ſhouſands of Captives Ceſar brought to Reme, 
Whoſe Ranſom often fill'd the publick cofters. 
Vas this ambition? Brutus ſays it was; 

ind Brutus is an honourable man. 

When wretched Orphanscry'd Ceſar would weep, 

bo weep for them, that they have wept no more: 
mbit ion ſeldom isſotender-hearted. | 

on all have ſeen how at the publick ſports , 

but of a fooliſhand too forward love, Op 
eas preſented with a Kingly Crown, 

Which he th@nthrice refus'd; was this ambition? 5 
et Brutus ſays he was ambitious, | 
nd Brutus is a man we all muſt honour. 
(peak not to diſprove what Brutus ſpoke , 
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( 


\ 


But muſt as little wrong this dead, good man, 
You all did love him once, not without cauſe: 
And will you hate him dead, whom you loy'd 
living ? 

O Juſtice, Juſtice, whither art thou fled ? 
For men have loſt theirreaſon. Bear with me; 
My heart's beneath that mantle there with Ceſar; 
And I muſt pauſe a while till it come back. 
[ Weeps, 

1. Citi. Methinks there” 8 much of reaſon i in hi 

ſayings, 

If you conſider rightly of the matter. 
Ceſar has had ſome wrong. ; 

2. Citi. Has he, my Maſters ? 
They will have much ado to make amends to him, 
I fear there will a worſe come in his place. 

3. Citi. Mark d you his words? he would not tat 
- the Crown, 
Therefore tis certain he was not ambitious. 

I. Citi If it be found ſo, ſome ſhall pay dear fori 

2. Citi. See, if good Antony can ſpeak for weeping 

3 Citi, There's not a nobler man in Roje thi 

Antony. 
. Citi. But mark him, he begins: again to ſpeak 

c _ But yeſterday the word of Cæſar might 4 
Have paſs'd thro' all the world: now he lyes there, Ie. 
And none ſo low to do him reverence. | 
Oh Romans, if I were diſpos'd to move 
Vour hearts and minds to mutiny and rage, 
I ſhould do Brutus wrong, and Caſſius wrong ; 
Who , you all know; are honourable men. 


„ ben 


— 


JULIUS CKSARN toy 
Yet here's a Parchment with the ſeal of Car 
I found it in his cloſet; tis his Will: 
Let but the Commons hear this Teſtament, 
(Which pardon me; I do not mean to read) 
And they would run and kifs dead Cz/ar's wounds 
And dip their napkins in his ſacred blood; 
Nay beg a hair of his for memory, 
And dying, mention it within their Wills, 
hequeathing it as a rich egwey 
hö To their dear iſſue. 
4. Citi. We'll hear this Will: read it Marc Antony. 


Will. | 
Ant. Have patience F gentle friends; 1 mal not 
read it; 
It is not fit you know how Ceſar lov'd you. 
Jou are not wood, you are not ſtones, but men; 
And being men, hearing the Will of Caſar , 
It will enflame you, it will make you mad: 
Tis well, you know not that you are his Heirs, 
For if you did, oh what might come of it? 
3. Citi. Read the Will, Antony » forwe will 
hear it, 
Ant. Will yoube patient! > will you flay a while 2 
have o'erſhot my ſelf to tell you of it; 
| tear I wrong the honourable men, 
Whoſe daggers ſtab'd the unde fended Cæſar. 
r. Cit, Traytors & Rogues! they honourable men? 
2, Cit, Villains and Murderers! Come, read the 
Will. | | 
Ant, You willcompell me then to read the Will. 
Then 
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All, The Will, the Will, we muſt hear Ceſar's 
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Then make a ring about the corps of Ceſar, 
And let me ſhew you him that made the Will. 
Shall I deſcend? and will you give me leave ? 
All. Come down. 
r. Citi. Deſcend, you ſhall have leave; ; 
2. Citi, A Ring! 
3. Citi. Stand off a while; ſtand from the body o 
there. 
4. Cit. Make room for Antony . moſt noble An: 
ton 
Ant. ny. preſs not ſo upon me, gentle friends. 
If you have tears, prepare to ſhed'em now. 
You all have ſeen this Mantle , | remember 
The firſt time ever Cæſar put it on; | 
I was on a ſummer's evening in his tent, 
After a glorious fight againſt your foes, 
Look, in this place ran Caſſius dagger through | 
See What a rent the envious Caſea made 
Here, here, the well-beloved Brutus ſtab'd; 
And as he pluck'd his curſed ſteel away, 
Mark how the blood of Cæſar follow'd it ! 
As ruſhing out abroad, to be reſoly'd 
If it were Brutus ſo unkindly ſtruck ? 
For Brutus, as you know, was Cæſar's fav'rite: 
Judge, O you Gods, liow dearly Cæſar lov'd him; 
This, this was the unkindeſt ſtroke of all! 
For when undaunted Cæſar ſaw him ſtab, 
Ingratitude, more ftrong than Traytor's arms, 
Quite vanquiſh'd him: then burſt his mighty heart; 
Then in his Mantle muffling up his face, 
Under a Ong of Villains, Ceſar fell. oh 


J VLAYS' CASAR- 
Oh hats was there, my Country men 
Then I , andyau, and Rae it iel toortell, 
While bloody treaſon flouriſh /d oer aur heads. 
Oh now you Weep, and I perceive youfeel 
The dint ot Pit: theſe are w orthy drops. 
Kind ſouls, What, weepyou when you but behold 
Our Cæſar s voeſturetoann? Othenlookhere: = 


Here ishimſelf, mangled you ſee by Traptors: 
* Takes Habe Mantle.” 
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x. Ci. O niourivfalGahty.. 
2. Cui. O cruel Traytors, Villains: 

3. Citi. O Noble Ceſar: but welll beteveng'd. 
het fire, Kill, ſlay, let not a traytor live. 
Har. Sta Country men. 

4. Citi. Deace there, he ſpeaks again. 

4A. We'll hear him 7 e him, and dye with 

ian 
Ant. Gad friends, ben gien. let me nat ſtix 
you up 

oſuck a ſudden Comrnkaniny. | 
They who have done thisdecd are men 0 : 
Vat private griefs theythad , alas l knew. not, 
Vhich. made them doit; they are wandraus wile , 
ind will. no doubt, give youſomeiſhe w. ofneaſon, 
come not, friends, to ſteal aw ayyour hearts: 
am no Orator, as Caſſius is: 
hut as you know me all, a plain, blunt man 
VM love my friend; and thatthey know full well 
ſhagave me leaue to ſpeak in publickofhim: 
or Lhavr ncither art, nor words, nor worth, 
cn, nor utt tance, northe pow 'r of ſpec 2 


1 


178 JULIUS CASAR. 
To ſtir men's blood; I only ſpeak plain truth, 
And tell you that which youalready know ! 
She w you dear Cæſar's wounds, poor, poor, „ dumb 
: mouths, 
And bid them ſpeak for me: But, were 1 avis 
And Brutus here; ſo great an Orator | 
Would rouſe up ev'ry ſoul, and put a tongue 
In ev'ry wound of Ceſar , which ſhould move 
The very ſtones to riſe and mutiny |! 
All. We'll mutiny ; we'll burn the Houſe of Bru 
4. Citi. Away then, come, ſeek the Conſpirator, 
Ant. Yet hear me, Gountzymen , yet hear me 
ſpeak. 
All. Peace ho! hear Antony , moſt noble Antony 
Ant. Why friends, you goto do you nor no 


. what | 7 
Wherein has Cæſar thus deſerv'd your love? B 
Alas, you know not; I muſt tell you then. 8 
You have forgot the Will I told you of. 

Al. Tis true, the Will; let's ſtay and hear the Wil A 
Ant. Here is the Will, and under Caſar's ſeal; 
To ev'ry Roman Citizen he gives, 
To ev'ry ſev' ral man, ſev'nty five Drachma's. W T 
3. Citi. Well ſaid; thoſe drachma's will coſt ſon 
men dear. | » 
All. Moſt gen'rous Ceſar ! wel revenge his deu T 


Ant. Hear me with patience. 

All. Peace ho! noble Ceſar! | 

Ant. Moreover, he hasleft you all his Walks, 
His private Gardens, and new-planted orchards 
On this fide Tyber , here he gives to you, 
And to your Heirs for ever ; publick pleaſures 
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To walk abroad & recreate your ſelves. 
Here was a Ceſar! when comes ſuch another? 
ö All, O never, never; come Sirs come away. 
Ant. Hold, hold my Maer , ſtay one moment 
longer ; 
Now keep your hearts from breaking if you can; 
Prepare ye now to burſt with grief & anger. 
Behold this ſcroll, the vety hand of Ceſar ! 
In it he notes this firm & ſettled purpoſe, 
« Firſt to ſubdue the Parthians, our worlt foes, 
And then reſtore Rome to her ancient freedom. 
no „ Illkeep the pow'r, ſaith he, of Rome's Dictator 
„ Till I have vanquiſh'd all her enemies: 
, Then o ye Gods! may ſhe be free for ever, 
0 „ Tho'atth' expence of all our deareſt blood 
That precious blood is here indeed let out 
But where's the liberty we purchaſe by it? 
Slaves as we are to Murderers & Villains. 
1. Cit, We'll burn his body in the holy place, 
And with the brands fire all the Villains houſes. 
2. Cit. Take up the body, 
C00, Go, ſet fire, pull down 
The very Senate houſe where Ceſar died. 

Ant. Solet it work; miſchief thou art a foot, 
Take now what courſe thou wilt! Deſtruction , ruin, 
The banefull iſſue of ſo black a deed ! | 

Ambition when unbounded brings a curſe ; 

But an Aſſaſſinate deſerves a worſe. 


; | The End of the Tragedy 
| of JuLius CaASAR. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONA, 


M. BRUTUS. 
C. CASSIUS. 


LUCILIUS, Friend of Brutus. 
TITINIUS, Friend of Caſſius. 
PINDARUS, Freedman of Caſſius. 
VARIUS, 4 young Reds bred at Arbens. 
 THEODORUS,a Philoſopher. 

M. ANTONIUS, the Triumvir. 


DOLABELL A, Friend of M. Antonius. 

JU NIA Wife of Caſſius & Siſter of Brutus. 
Magiſtrates of Athens. 
Centurions. Officers. Soldiers. 


The Play begins the day before the Battel of 
Philippi, & ends with it. 


Co Ho ea de . 


By che AUTHOR. 


ur Scene is Athens: and great Athens nam d; 
What ſoul ſo dull as not tobe enflam'd? ? 

Methinks , at mengioning that ſacred place; 
4 reverend awe appears in ev ry face, 
For men ſo farn'd , of ſuch prodigious parts; 
As taught the world all Sciences and Arts. 

Amid[? all theſe , ye ſhall beholda man 
The moſt applauded ſince mankind began, 
Out- ſhining ev'n r he ſe Greeks who moſt excel ; 
hoſe life was one fix d courſe of doing well. 
, who can therefore without tears attend 
bn ſuch alife, and ſuch a fatalend ? 

But here our Authar , beſides other faults 
Of ill expreſſions , and of vulgar thoughts, 
Commits one crime that needs an att of grace, 
nd breaks the law of unity of place: 
let, to ſuch noble Patriots, overcome 
y ſactious violence, and baniſh'd Rome; 
\thens alone a fit retreat could yield: 
{nd where can Brutus fall, But in Philippi i feld 2 > 
Some Criticks judge, ev'n love it ſelf too mean 
! care to mix in ſuch a loſt Scene, 
nd with thoſe ancient Bards of Greece believe 
riendſhip has ſtronger charms to pleaſe or grieve : 


Mt our more am'rous Poet, finding love NO 
N 2 Amid 
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Amſt all other cares ſtill ſhines above ; 
Lets not the beſt of Romans end their lives 
Without juſt ſoftneſs for the kindeſt Wives. 
Tet , if ye think his gentle nature ſuch , 
As to have ſoſten d this great tale too much, 
Soon will your eyes grow dry, and paſſion fall, 
When ye reflect tis all but conjugall. 
This to the few and knowing was addreſi, 
And now tis fit I ſnould ſalute the reſt. 1 
Moſt reuerend, dull judges of the Dit, 
By Nature cur d with the wrong ſide of wit ! 
You need not care what e er you ſee to-night, 
How ill ſome Players aft, or Poets write ; 
Should our miſtakes be never ſo notorious , 
You'll have the joy of being more cen ſorious: 
Shew your ſmall talent then, let that ſuffice ye; 
But grow not vain upon it, Tadviſe ye; 
Each petty Critic can objections raiſe, : 
Thegreateſt skill is knowing when to praiſe. 
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MARCUS BRUTU & 


FE eg 
SGERNKE Lb 
4 veſtibule in Athens. 
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Enter L uC1L1vus and V AR1Us, 


LUETLIV 


Xpreſs upon Expreſs arrives from Rome: 
Their vencration for moſt noble Brutus 


r giving ſhelter to that worthy Roman: 
hat means this contradiction 2 
Luc, I'linform you, 


Hun ſo fam'd for clemency and courage, 
N.3 


now reviv'd , and makes all mourn his abſence. 
Yar, But yet ſome threaten to deſtroy us here, 


Empire groan'd beneath the pow'r of Cæſar, 
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199 MARCUS BRUTUS. 
( Qualities charming ev'n in enemies) 

That none, tho' virtuous, could reſolve to act 

A bold and noble deed, which all men wisk'd. 

Var. Vou mean the death of C2/ar , pray goon, 

Luc. At length, a man of all the world inclin'd 
The leaſt to violence, or any paſſion; 

A man ſublimely wiſe, exactly juſt. 

Var. After this character you need not name him, | 

Luc. Brutus, the head of all thoſe noble ſpirits, | 
Who ſhine at Rome, andrule the under world, 
Selects the very choiceſt of them all, 

And fells the Tyrant in the very Senate. 

Var. This deed of Brutus ſeems the will of Heav'n, 

Luc. And ſo accounted, for his wondrous yiitue, 
The ſoldiers , Senators, and commoi people, 
(lfamong Romans they can be ſo call'd ) 

Ev'n the beſt friends of Czfar follow'd Brutus, 
As the avow'd deliv'rer of his Country: 
Till his ſoft nature, and his gen'rous ſpirit , 
Reſign'd the corps to be interr'd with honour. 
Var. That made this fatal change, as we are toll 
Tuc. Moſt true, in thoſe that heard the fand 
oration, x 
What is it Eloquence cannot perſuade ? 
Reaſon it ſelf comes over to its ſide. 
Thus Anton), ſoon as his ſpeech was ended, 
Rais d in that heat ſo great a rage againſt us, 
As forc'dev'n friends to act the part of focs: 
Vet now the wiſe repent, and rev'rence Athen 
For thus ſupporting the molt worthy Brutus. 
Var. The roads from Rome are fil'd by val 


crowds . 


ll 


$7 
Wh 
1 5 


MARCUS BRUT US. 191 
Who fly from ſafety, to partake our danger. 

Luc. No wonder, ſince vittue has ever fix d 
kind correſpondence between Rome and Athens. 
The youth of Rome, & all whom Rome has conquer'd, 
Hither repair to learn Philoſophy. 

Chief among theſe, you (Son of famous Tully) 
Advis'd no doubt by your illuſtrious Father, 
Invited Brutus and his brother Caſſius 
To make great Athens center of the War. | 

Var. And ſhe has own'd your cauſe in ample manner; 
Armies are levy'd, and vaſt ſums are rais'd 
In the defence of Roman liberty. 

Luc. Oh nable efforts of Republick ſpir:t ! 
Why this is being friends to humane kind; 
Which, next to Heav'n, is moſt oblig'd to thoſe 
Who reſcue Liberty from vile oppreſſion. 

Yar, Our ancient Heroes thus grew Gods them 
Beſides, tis in a manner ſelf- defence [ſelves: 
To help in neighb'ring dangers: for it hinders 
Future incroachments on our ſelves at home. 

Tuc. Of that, Athenians are almoſt too jealous: 
Ev'n with ingratitude they cruſh ambition, 
And baniſh merit, when the leaſt aſpiring. 
Var. Moſt wiſely do they act, nay juſtly too: 
For, we reward a leader's ſervice beſt, | 
In barring him the means of doing miſchief. 
Happier , much happier had it been for Cæſar 3 
Had he been baniſh'd , while yet innnocent, 
Than e'erreturn'd triumphant o'er his Country. 
| N 4 8 CE- 


in MARCUS BRUTUs. 
EEC TIED 
SCENE II. 
Euter Dolabella pulling off bis diſguiſe 


. 


Hat! Dolabella here? 
Dol. A friend to Varius, 

Sent by Antonius in moſt ſecret manner, 

To ask an interview of noble Brutus, 

Before the ſoldier joins in bloody battel. (kind? 

Who knows but each great Chief may grow more 

In ſight of wondring armies may embrace, 

And Rome ſhal] ſmile at their returning friends? 
Exit. Luczlius 


Var. And can you think that Brutus flew great 


LTalius ; 


To ſuffer tyranny in other hands? 
Dol. Alas, that tyranny is but a word, 
Us d only by us when we hate our ruler. 


Have we not found, (you'll pardon me, good Pariss) | 


Thatev'n this change you call'd deliverance 
Has but remov'd one hardſhip for a greater, 
A fingle grievance for a civil- war? 
Var. What dol hear! is any grievance equal 
To that moſt abject ſtate of being ſubjects 
To will, to paſſion, or to lawleſs humour? 
Dol. Vet theſe expreſſions ſhew tis not mere ruling 


But a rulingill, you fear. When prudence * 


MARCUS BRUTUS. 193 
Tis happineſs, not ſlav'ry, to be govern'd. 
To hleſs our times with plenty, and with pleaſures, 
Prevent disorders, and promote diverſions, 
Hinder us all from hurting one another; 
Take all the cares, and leave us all the joys, 
Can only be accompliſh'd by great power; 
When plac'd in ſuch a man as God. like Brutus. 

Var. Where is content or pleaſure under force? 
The freedom of man's will not Heav'n conſtrains: 
Who wants it, and endures it, is a brute. 
vet put the caſe ſome Phænix Prince ſhould reign, 
A vulture might! ſucceed ; a Son, or Brother, 

Who will undo in a few months of folly, 

For ſhort will be his reign, tho ſeeming glong) 
Whate'er the wiſe had been whole years contriving. 
Like Brutus did you ſay? A man like Brutus 

No more would be a Sov'reign , than a ſlave: 

A man ſo virtuous, and ſo wiſe , well knows 

Tis better much to bear than do a hardſkip. 

Dol. What hardſhip's done by acting for men's 

good? 

Var. What good can come from arbitrary ſway? 
| The choiceſt fare, forc'd down, will cloy the ſtomach. 
But here he comes himſelf to hear your Meſſage. 

At once the humbleſt and the higheſt mind 
That ever ſhin'd in all our Raman ſtory ! 


Exit Varius. 


SR 
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, EEE S 3, 6 580 4.7 5 
j | 
SCENTS I11 
Enter BRUTUS. 


BrorTvys. 


meſſage from Antonius claims a hearing, 
Whom , tho' my Enemy, [ftilleſteem. _ 
Dol. Nis boldeſt wiſhes aim at nothing higher. 
And therefore thus aſſures moſt noble Brutus; 
That what he has done, was by Nature forc'd 
From his freſh ſorrow for his flaughter'd friend; 
But now his bleeding Country moves him more, 
And his ſoul ſhakes at ſight of civil war. 
Secure him but by taking ſov'reign pow r, 
To you alone he joins with all his force. 

Brut. And J abandon Caſſius, and my friends? 

Dol. Far be it from me to propoſe ſuch baſeneſs: 
May they, and we, be happy under you, 
And the whole world once govern'd by the virtuous, 

Brut. Ah, Dalabella, little do you know 

The mind of Brutus. When | flew your Ceſar 
Think youit was ambition? Jove is witneſs 
1 would have crown'd him rather than my ſelf. 
But Roms claim'd freedom, tho' by Cæſar's death ; 
Tho' by deſtruction of my deareſt friend: 
And free ſhe ſhall be ſtill, if I prevail. 
Antonius joining in that glorious work, 


N42 


MARCUS BRUTUS. ey 
May claim whate'era Common wealth can give: 
Nay , I will be his ſoldier in her ſervice : | 
Then, neither he nor we ſhall longer ſtrive , 
But only who ſhall ſerve his Country beſt. 

Dol. Will you than rather ſee the world in arms, 
Than govern it your ſelf to make it happy? 

Brut. May the great Gods deſtroy that world and 
If eier I ſuffer Rome to be enſlav'd ! [me, 
Rome , that has toil'd for fame ſo many ages, 

By valour, and by virtue tam'd mankind , 

Soften'd rude minds, and in the wildeſt ſoils 
Eſtabliſh'd manners and humanity ; 
And ,- cultivating youth with ſtricteſt care, 
Firſt taught Urbanity , that uſefull art 

Ofbeing moſt politely ſociable ; 

(A virtue ſcarce known in the world beſide 
And chiefly owing to our liberty) 

Gods! ſhall all this fink into mean ſubmiſſion? 

Whichin a moment would debaſe our ſouls, 

Like thoſe in wretched governments around us. 

Dol. But yet ſubmiſſion ſeems deſign'd by Nature; 
Why elſe has ſhe beſtow'd ſuch diffrent talents 2 : 
Some like your own, with worth, & skill to govern: . 
And thouſands only fitted to obey ? 

Brut. As well you might i imagine harmleſs ſheep 
Only created for the rav'nous wolf. 

Dol. But is man blameable for maſt'ring both? 

Brut. No; for thoſe beaſts are of inferior rank, 

But where does Nature, or the will of Heav'n n 
Subject a creature to one like it ſelf ? 
a Man is the only brute enſla ves his kind. 
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1966 MARCUS BRUTUS. 


Dol. Tis not the ſhape , but ſoul, that ſhews the 


likeneſs ; 
Is a mere changeling like a man of prudence? 
Brut. A man of prudence never will at once 
Make both himſelf and all the world unhappy. 
Think you that 'tis for envy, Kings are hated 2 
Pity would rather plead in their defence, 
Did we not more compaſſionate their ſubjects. 
Alas, they ſcarce have one contented hour, 
Few to confidein, and whole crowds to fear; 
Aſham'd to rule ſo many wiſer ſubjects, 
Yet often ſway d by weaker than themſelves. 
Dol. Allthis were reconcil'd, if Brutus govern'd; ; 
Freedom andempire might conſiſt together : 
Your ſelf would be the only man uneaſy ; 
Which, for the ſake of all, you will not grudge. 
Brut. If there were colour for ſo vile a change , 
Orthe leaſt pleaſure in the greateſt power, 
Yet I abhor what ] diſdain to hear. 
Return in ſafety back, but tell Antonius, 
My higheſt wiſh is to fix Rome in freedom; 
My next, to dye before ſhe is enſlav'd. 
Exit Dolabella, manet Brutus. 


S CE- 


Rl 


MARCUS BRUTUS. 197 
CE ee I eee 
SCENT IV 
Enter Varius and Lucilius. 
Vari vs. 

He Areopagite Council lon ghaveſate, 
4 To do great Brutus ſome unwonted Honour. 
dome voted to renew th'Olympic games, 
Others with plays would crowd the theatres; 
But theſe were held diverſions too divine, 
And only conſecrated to the Gods. 5 
At laſt, the wiſeſt and moſt famous Senate, 


In love to you, in ſervice to the publick, 

In veneration for ſuperior virtue, 

Reſolves to rear your ſtatuecarv'd by Samius; 
Thar gteateſt Artiſt , for the beſt of men; 
And place itin the ſacred Temple, next 
Harmonius and Ariſtogiton , 

Thoſe worthy Patriots of learned Athens. 

Luc. How many ages hence ſhall wealth ofPrinces 
Vye for theſe dear Remains, ſo doubly famous, 
Both fer the work, and him it repreſents! 

Brut. Was ever honour from ſo wiſe a people, 
Deſign'd ſo kindly, yet beſtow'd fo ill? 
Jam not only deſtitute of merit, 

But of ambition, more than to do good. 
Fame's only due for deeds beyond our duty; 
Who can do thoſe in ſervice of his Country? 


Th 


198 MARCUS BRUTUS. 
The Romans, and ey'n Caſſius, may repine, 
At ſuch a partial proof of their affection , 
Adviſe me how to ſhun it with reſpect. 
Par. You ſhould not, cannot now, without affront: 
No mean aſſembly this, ſuch as proceeds 
In ſhew for publick good, with private aim; 
Sluggiſh to meet, yet haſty to reſolve. 
Theſe, in ſafe 8 and with prudent ſteps, 
Encourage virtue J and id uphold their Country. = = 
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Enier Caſſius. 
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F 2reet my friend on this new complement ; 
| Which, in your name, ſhewsareſpectta all. 

The death of Cæſar is a common cauſe, | 
Which Common wealths in prudence muſt approve. 

Brut. True; noble Caſſius; and I never would 
Accept an Honour ſep'rate from my friends. Vc 
Brutus has nothing in his life or humour | 
Suited to this unpreſidented Honour. | Fo 
Caf. Methinks yon now eſteem your ſelf too little; WW Na 
Only to prize this complement too much! A; 
Brut. Aſtatuerear'd to me, andrear'd by Athens f 
Town a moſt tranſcendent obligation; | Ma 

But ev * ſumm and ſoldier they have rais'd ; 
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In aid of liberty, affects me more. 

Cafſ. Jever thought a Reman General 
Above reward from an Athenian Senate. 

What is a trifle then given by grey- beards, 
Mo v'd by a little popularity? | 

Brut. But, tobe moy'd by envy, ſure is worſe. 

Caf]. I did not envy Ceſar, tho' I flew him. 

Brut. An honeſt mind can envy no Uſurper ; 

You ſaid you kill'd him for the publick good. 
caſſ. You know I kill'd him for the publick good. 

Who doubts it, does me wrong. 

Brut. Do none your ſelf. ..... 

What, ſhallwe two, the champions of freedom, 

Like children , grudge at me another's play-things? 

Come, we are friends; but think not Iam fond 

„ 55 [ Embraces Pim 

Of airy trifles „ tho' value fame. 

Fame for good deeds is the reward of Virtue, 

Thirſt after fame is giv'n us by the Gods; 

Both to excite our minds to noble acts, 

And give a proof of ſome immortal ſtate, 

Where we ſhall know, that fame we leave behind 

That higheſt bleſſing which the Gods beſtow. 

Caſſ. But tis a greater not to need their bleſſings: 
You Stoicks hold a wiſe man is above them. 
Brut. Vet not inſenſible to reputation. 

For that he ſlights all torments, ev'n diſgrace: 
Nay, what is harder yet, deſpiſes pleaſure: 
A ſtrength of mind which only man poſſeſſes. 

Caf. I ſee no ſuch diſtinction, nor wherein 
Man ſo tranſcends, except in eee 
This great ſuperiority of man = 
| Often 
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20 MARCUS BRUTUS: 


Often comes ſhort ev'n of the meaneſt creatures. 


They in their ways more happily confin'd, 

Seem not to ſcorn, or bear down one another: 

Never ungratefull, or the leaſt deceiving, 

But keep wiſe Nature's laws with ſtri& obedience. 

Oh happy for the world, if in theſe times 

Mankind in gen'ral were no worſe than brutes 
Brut. Ill men, indeed, I muſt confeſs are worſe. 
Caſſ. And ſire the worſt of all , their Country's 

enemies. 
Theſe ſhould be cenſur'd| by our rev'rend Priefts 
Who always raife our thoughts to things above, 


But yet connive at villany below. 


| Brut. From hence the miſeries of Rome proceed. 
When fraud, oppreſſion , fouleſt calumny. 
Contempt oflaws, and bold impieties, 
Appear barefac'd; no Auguries more ſute 
Foretell the ruin ofa finking State. 

Caf. No Auguries? what do they e'er foretell, 
But as the Politician bribes the Prieſt ? 
Mere combination againſt common ſenſe. 


Brut. You'll have your way; but do you not re- 


member 
That Sooth ſayer who ſaid the Ides of March 
Were come, not gone ? 


caſſ. And that was all he knew: 
Had he known more, why did he not inform? 


Brut. The Gods decreed that Rome ſhould be de- 


liver'd. 
Var. That devout thought revives our finking 
hopes. 
* n will not fail a cauſe it once e has bleit. 


Cal 
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Caſſ. But truſt not all to that, let us be carefull. 
When you ſhall march to- morrow after me, 
Should we not leave ſome forces here behind? 

Brut. For what 1 

Caſſ. To keep theſe people 1 to us. 

They, who at Rome command an Empire's wealth, 
Have dangerous temptations of ſeducing. 
Yar. Oh never fear it, ſhake Athenian faith; 
Tis ſtopping tides, or ſtriving with the winds. 
Brut. They are toolearn'd, and POO, not to 
koW 1 1 
That 'tis the greateſt folyt to be Gs 3 
Not worth a villany to gain the world. 
Alow mean act ſo rancles in the mind, 
There is no joy, nor quiet afterwards : 
lind Heav'n has formid us ſo, that we might find 
Content and honeſty ſtilljoin'd together. 
Caf. But then we are the more oblig'd to guard'em 
gainſt what they might ſuffer for our ſakes, 
Brut. Kindly , and juſtly urg'd , I muſt confeſs. 
ut think you, that our enemies can ſpare 
be ſmalleſt legion from oppoſing us? 
etaching ſome, may be their loſs of all. 
let for this place I am concern'd ſo much 
lou ſhake my reaſon when you urge their danger. 
et them propoſe what guards themſelves deſire. 
Caſſ. Nay , there I differ, ſince in war affairs, 
With all their wit, they cannot judge ſo well: 
or is it fit they judge in their own cauſe. 
ſtrait aſſemble them, and then debate. 
ith calm deliberation this affair, 


| lich well deſerves our ſpeedieſt management, 
O Since 


* 
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20 MARCUS BRUTUS. 
Since we are forc'd to march away ſo ſoon. 
You' us come, Thope, and fix our reſolution. 
Exit Caſſius, 
Brut. This man has ſome uneaſineſs of tem per; 
But over-balanc'd by his publick ſpirit, 
Which ever ſways him to his Country's good. 
Whate'er our Maſter Zeno may have taught us, 
Nothing is wholly perfect here below. 
We ſhould applaud the merit that we find, 
And caſt a friendly veil on good men's faults. 
My Siſter unia loves him to exceſs: 
{If there can beexceſs in love, or friendſhip ) 
Go, and acquaint her gently with the journey 
Which he muſt take this night towards Philippi. 
There to qe decide th important fate of Rome. 
[ Exit Licilius 
I muſt preparethe forces under me 5 


To overtake him on his march to-morrow : i 
From thence we'll haſte conjointly to the battle: 
This ſcanty road bears us not both together, 
And we muſt once divide, to part no more. 
Exeunt Brutus and Variu: 
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52 e ee wars 
vi \CHORUS, ./ 


'O f . Phi TAL lin 
Written * Mr. P O P E. 25 


r bug mo! 
E ſhades Gs Where facted tuch is 1 3 
Y Groves, where immortal Sages' taught; 
Where heav'nly viſtons Plato fir d a 
And Godlike Zena lay infpir' fas.r. 10s wi 
In vain your guikleſslaurels fopde, PE 9 5 
Unſpotted long with human blood: 8 
War, horrid war, your thoughtful walks invades 
And ſteel now glitters i in the Muſes ſhades. 
| . 
Oh heav'n- born bers! ſource of art! 
Who charm the ſenſe, <6r mend the heart; 
Who lead fair Virtue e's train along , 
Moral Truth, and myſtic Song! 
To what new clime , what diſtant sky; = 
Forſaken , friendleſs, ſhall-ye fly ? 
Say, will ye bleſs the bleak Atlantic ſnore? 
Or bid the furious Gaul be rude no more? 
1 
When Athens ſinks by Fates injuſt, 
8 wild Barbarians ſpurn her duſt ; 
=; WE Per- 
Fir | Gy | 


204 MARCUS BRUTUS. 
Perhaps ev'n Britain's utmoſt ſhore. 
Shall ceaſe to bluſh with ſtranger's gore. 
See Arts her ſavage ſons controle, 

An Athens riſing near the pole! 3, 
Till ſome new Tyrant lifts his purple hand, 
And civil madneſs tear them 218 the land. 
Ted Aa. 
Ye Gods! what juſtice rules the ball? 
Freedom and Arts together fall; 
Fools grant whate'er ambition craves, 


and men, once ignorant, are ſlaves. 
Oh curs'd effects of civil hate; . 


In ev'ry age, inev'ry ſte! 7 5 1 
Still , whentheluft of tyrantpow'r ſucceeds , = 
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* 8 E N E L. 
The ſame: Ve e. 


Enter V an1vs, with TITIN Ius new- 
3 arriv'd at Athens. 


„„ 


Hat mean theſe ſumpruous preparations? 
Is this a time for either pomp , or pleaſure ? 
When two, the bet and boldeſt ſons of Rome 
The juſteſt cauſe too that was e'er defended, 
Are on the very brink of their deſtruction? 
Var. Oh wrong not ſacred Athens, Sir, the Nurſe 
The Mother of all Arts and Sciences: 
Has ſhe ſpread wit and learning thro' the world 
Nay ſoften'd Rome her ſelf (but rough before) 
To Arts, to Eloquence, and gentler manners; 
And js ſhe now upbraided ? 
Tit. Fallacious Eloquence , and uſeleſs Arts! 
I own herlearning ; but that poliſhing 
Has but too much weaken'd our harder fteel ; 
Ourancient, rough, and manly worth now bends 
At the hard touch of perils and of toils. 


O'7 Our 


28. MARCUS BRUTUS/ 


Qur gold is melted to a finer ſhape ,' — 


| But mix'd with droſs of flatt'ry: and corruption. - 
Ho elſe could Brutus be a baniſh d man? 
Or how could Liberty fly here for refuge? 
Var. And whither ſhould it fly vit not to Hibene) 
The School of all Philoſophy and virtue? 
Our publick recreations here are ſacred: 
This day th' Athenians, ever true to virtue, 
In this low ebb, in ſpite of pow'rfull Rowe, 
Have kept their-cuſtom tho' againſt their ſafety , - 
And conſecreated ſports for your ſucceſs, 
Tit. Is't poſſible 2 pardon a ſtranger's error, 
Newly arri v'd with ſuccours from afar, 
Sent from the Gods , I think ; for 'tis their Cauſe ; 
And unknown regions have eſpous'd our quarrel. 
Var. The ſports are juſt beginning; I have time 
. Only to let you know theſe are not trifles 
Or ſuch as are in Nations looſe of manners; 
But ſolemn celebrations to the Gods, 
Wich pious Hymns imploring their protection. 
Wiſe Athens ever has indulg'd diverſions » 
With more magnificence than greateſt Princes: 
But they are all diſpos d in praiſe of virtue, 
Inſpiring courage, generoſity , 
And molt ofall, affection to their Country. 
How think you now, Tiinius? 
714. 1 xecant, 
And grow my ſelf impatient for your Nen ures. 
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HONOR OR OJ E d S 0 M 40% Þ 
SCENE TT 


The Scene opens, and diſcovers the Magnifi- 
cent Temple of Bacchus, where the publick 
entertainments were wont to be celebrated 
at Athens, The ſtatue of Brutus being 
this day erected, is ſuppoſed to be the occa- 

ſion of theſe ſolemnities , and muſt appear 
in the farthermoſt part of the ſtage. 
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After the shews and ſongs are over, Brutus, 
Lucilius, Titinius, and Varius remain 
on the ſiage. 


LY CI ET 
Y theſe refin'd diverſions, we perceive 
This town retains its old magnificence. 
No wonder Atticus, ſo nice a judge, 
When he retir'd, preferr'd this place to all. 
Var. Philoſophy is highiy'ſt honour'd here, 
Aud from that fountain of ſuperior wiſdom 
Flows all this ſtream of Arts and Sciences. 
Brut, Here Poetry, harmonioufly divine, 
Is molt tranſporting, thus accompany'd 
With artfull paintings, and melodious founds. 
The Muſes join in all Athenian pleaſures. 
Yar. But that which has occafion'd theſe delights ; 
Gives the true taſte to all; your matchleſs merit. 
Brut. Hold, Varius; too much has been ſaid already 
| Ct 4 is 


238 MARCUS BRUTUS. 
In complement : andI receive it only 


As Honour done me for Rome's ſake , not mine. | 
So prizes, taken but by vulgar hands, 


Are brought in triumph to the Capitol. : | 
Luc. Yet then, we know , that leader Juſily 
triumphs | 1] 


Under whoſe conduct thoſe rich poils are gain'd. 
Brut. But were our conduct equal to our cauſe, 


In which the noble Caſſius, and my ſelf | / 
Have here engag'd all Aſia on our fide , 
Vet the whole world deliver'd, muſt acknowledge E 


All owing to this gen'rous Commonwealth. 
Far. Rome could not fail to find ſupport in Athens, 
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Her elder Siſter, both in Arts and Arms 0 

[1 And great protectreſs of fair Liberty; A 

| That liberty to which ſhe owes her ſplendour. BY 

Wl. Brut, Moſt truly noted: from whence ever came Ml v. 
1 Good ſenſe; or learning, arts of peace, or war? 

| Deepneſs of thought , or nobleneſs of nature: W 

Except where Liberty enlarg'd the mind? | 

Var. Thevery air of freedom breeds great ſouls, A 


Which education ripens into virtue. | 
Brut. And here inſpires the uſefulleſt of virtues, ” 


Tender affection to our native Country. 80 
Var. My Friends and near Relations, when took o 
My tender leave, after a thouſand counſels, f 
Aſſur'd me that their greateſt ſatisfaction W. 
Was, that they ſent me to this famous place, 0 
Where wiſdom , and where v irtue beſt are taught; 
And own'd, when Romans write the molt politely 
Their higheſt praiſe is to have copy'd well. But 


Brut. Tully himſelt confeſſes Greece ſuperiour , 


Yet 
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vet he, of all our famous wits of Rome, 
Shines much the brighteſt. os 
Var. Such applauſe from Brutus 


Is a reward equal to all his merit. 
Tit. Tobeeſteem'd by you, the greateſt Kings 


Here ſend their Legions, and have lent their 
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| treaſure. 
Brut. And timely comes this aid ; advice from 
Aſſures us, all their force is on the march. Rome 


Var. I thought diſſenſion was among their Chiefs, 

Each of them ſtriving to ſet up himſelf, | 
Enter Caſſtas. 

Caf. Juſt now is come molt unexpected news; 
Our foes have forc'd their Gen'rals to he friends; 
And call'd it civil war to fight in quarrels, 

Between Ocfavius and Antony; 

Yet think their war is law full againſt us. 

Tit. Alas, what reajuning can there be in fools . 
Who, bred in faction, biindiy join with knaves? 

Luc. They are for licenſe, not for liberty; 

And love thoſe Gen'rals beſt, who lead to miſchief. 
Brut. You have deſcrib d a State juſt ripe for ruin. 
Caſſ. Small marches need they make, to meet afoe 

So cager as we are, to free our Country. 

Oh the delay is tireſome! 

Brat, Yet have patience. 

With vigour act, but think of all with caution, 

Caſſ. Our rencezvour js ſett]ed at Philippi 

Brut. Thither you march to-night , and I to- 

morrow. x 
But dania comes, I fear, to mourn yourabſence. 


[/*xeunt , Manet Caſſius. 
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210 MARCUS BRUTUS 


HOSSSSGASSSSSSHSSISOSSSS1 
8 C EN E 1 II. 
Enter J U N I A. 


J VN AE A 
Ow, all the Gods that guard the innocent, 
protect my Caſſius i they are marching hither: 
Ruin is rolling on us from afar. 

Caſſ. Not hither , Junia; we ſhall ſpare their pains; 
Our forces intercept their bold preſumption , 

And Ijuſt now am making haſte to meet them. 
un. Come then, away; with you all pains are eaſy; 
J am this moment ready for the journey. 

Caſf. Ready, alas! yon moſt not for this world 
Share in the ſhifts and hazards I muſt run. 
Virtue like yours, here none will dare to harm. 
And while you ſtay in Athens, Iam eaſy, 

My dear, and better half, is out of danger. 
Jun. And am I yet more wretched than I thought! 


I had no comfort left for your misfortunes, 


But that I was to ſhare them ev'ry where: 
And will you take that from me? O tis hard. 
You would not, if you ſaw my ſighing heart. 
Caſſ. And you ſhould go, did I not doubt my own. 
But ' tis ſo tender always towards you, 
It ſhakes, alas, my firmeſt reſolutions. 


1, like ſome skilful Swimmer in a ſhipwreck ,. 
8 1 Graf 


3 


3 
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MARCUS BRUTUS. 271 
Graſping his only treaſure in his arms, ö 
May, for thy ſake, make too much haſte to ſhore, 
Leaving the bark with all my friends behind. 

Your ſighs would blow away my beſt reſolves , 

Soften my ſoul, and ſlacken all its ſtrength. 

When all's at ſtake , I eagerly may fix 

My mind on you, and never think beyond. 

Jun. Beyond? why, is there any thing beyond 

The dear, the charming object of our love? 

Mere thought of that is height of happineſs. 

What image have we of Elyſian Bowers, 

But ſuch a gentle, calm , contented ſtate? 

What has this trifle ofa world to do 

With a bleſt pair, who live embracing thus? 
cCaſſ. What ſays my charmer ? can 1 leave this 

woman? 

could look thus and anguiſli here for ever. 

Vet there's one tye, more dear than life, or love; 

'Tis Honour, and the ſacred good of Rome: 

For theſe ! kill'd the greateſt man on earth, 

Engag'd the beſt and nobleſt of mankind 

(And ſaying that, Ineednot name your Brother ) 

To ſtab his Friend, and his own heart at once. 

dince I have done all this, I muſt do more; 

Leave unia here, and all my joys behind. 
Jun. Did I eer think that Caſſius would forſake me? 
Caſſ. Forſake? I leave you as the richeſt pledge 

Which can be giv'n to this illuſtrious city, 

That Rome it ſelf can be no dearer to me, 

Than friendly Athens for protecting you. 

Jun. Jewels we prize we ſeldom leave behind: 
| Oh 
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Oh take me with you / my officious love 

Perhaps may ſhield you from ſome ſudden danger; i 

Soften your angry and uneaſy hours, 

And make adverſity it ſelf ſeem pleaſing. 

My love could do all this, if yours were equal. 
eq 


Caſſ. All this? ay: more, what cannot Juniado? 


Then, fince I dare not hazard you in armies, 


I will ſtay here, and dye within BE arms. 
Jun. You dye? 2 oh Heav'n? the Very ſound of 
that | 
Checks my deſigns , and chills all my de fires. 


Caſſ. Haſt thou not heard how hard ungratefull 
Rome 


Purſues the men who once deliver'd her ; 
And riots in the blood of her redeemers ? 
Two of our band they have deſtroy'd already 
And vow to ſpare no Murderer of Cæſar; 
That is to ſay, no man that lov'd his Country, 
Ruin'd himſelf, only to reſcue her. 

Jun. Oh have talk'd too long: go on, make haſte, 
I am not wont, alas, to uſe this language, 
But now I can ſay nothing elſe, away 
No matter what becomes of me, away. 

Caſſ. Your ſpotleſs fame muſt always be your guard 
Rudeneſs it ſelf will reverence ſuch virtue. 
I muſt immediately hafte to our friends, 
Who all aſſembled in the fields of Sardis, 
Wait there for me and Brutus. He to-morrow , 
Shall follow, at the head of mighty numbers, 
Rais'd only by the credit of our cauſe , 
A Cauſe, well worthy ofthe world to ſuccour. 


Oh, 


* 
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Oh; while, I languiſh out this long, long abſence z 
Take care of all my treaſure , thy dear ſelf. 
Jun. Farewel! thou trueſt, kindeſt, beſt of men! 
But one look more - and then a long farewel 
To all content ＋ꝰ all, till we meet again. 
[Exit cn ms, Manet Junia. 
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. SCENE IV. 


Enter Vantun 


- 


ll . 


UNIA in tears! So ſhines an April Sun; 

And ſo the precious dew that drops on flowers, 

Steals down unheeded by the vulgar eye: 

ut I admire this Maſter- piece of Nature. 

Jun. Alas, my Lord, Caſſius is gone to nad T 
Var. Is't poſſible? So I was told before, 

et never could believe it'till this moment. 
Jun, Why, was it not determin' diſo in Council - 
Var.] muſt cofifeſs it was debated there, 

ind wiſh'd by ſome, that all our force at Sardis , 

ad ſome great Chief, for keeping martial ſway: 

ut who could hope that Caſſius would be willing 

o part from you, one day, without occaſion? 
Jun. Is it ſo ſtrange that Caſſius ſhould be forward 

n all the proofs of courage, or of conduct? 
Var. His fame forbids 1 n n ſ uch a thought, | 

ut yet -p off 


kun. But what? I cannot t guet your meaning. 
Var. 
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Var. Not all the noble diſcipline of war, 
Strict rules of conduct, heat of martial proweſs , 
The faith of friendſhip, or the oaths of leagues, 
Not fame it ſelf , no nor the publick good, 
Deſerve to be preferr'd to Junia's love. 

Jun. But Rome'satſtake. 

Var. And well it would be loſt, : 

For ſtaying here one night within thoſe arms. 


Jun. Varius, ſo high a complement as this | 
Shews you have ſtudy'd long at courtly Athens; 
Where you have learn'd to know 5 things, but me 
Who, tho' I value Caius Caſſius, i 


As ſla ves do liberty, or fick men health, 
Nay more than moſt of my own ſex love power; 
Yet (what I think the very worſt of fates} - 


Rather than ſee him fail our Country's cauſe. 
Var. Oh ample recompence for all his troubles, 


To bs ſo lov'dby you! but is he grate full, 


Who can ſo eaſily endure your abſence? ' N 
Jun. I mourn for his, and judge his grief 10 mine 


Retirement ſuits a ſolitary wife, Fe 
And melancholy. loves to be alone. N. 
Offers to go 0h So 

Far. But ould; notbe indulg'd againſt your heil Bu 
Stops her. Sin 

Rather ſhine fore and chear yourbrother' s ſoul, MF Ne 
Which daily ſinks beneath a thouſand cares. Th 
Jun. His ſoul's too great to need ſuch feeble hd Ha 
Beſides, tho'pris'd he be above expreſſion, Th 
7 


Vet ev'n his friendſhip muſt not yye with love: 


l, 


hel 


0 
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One thought of Caſſius out- weighs all things elſe. 
Caſſius , whoſe noble ſoul would ne er ſubmit 
To him who domineer'd o'er all beſides : 

Caſſius, contriver of the Tyrant's fall; 

And, (what is more, far more than all the reſt) 
That hardy man who movꝰd it ſirſt to Brutus. 

This man, my Husband, or my Hero rather, 
Shall with his preſence ever chear my eyes, 
Or in his abſence take up Wy thoughts. 
Exit JOE 


OWE NE I RE IO 2887280 
SCENE V. 


Enter Brutus. 
n 


MV. ſiſter weeping! tho' her reaſon governs; 5 | 
I judge her grief for Caſſius, by my own; ..- 


For Portia's abſence fits upon my heart: 147 
Nor need I bluſh to bear the tender burthen , 
So much ſhe merits, and ſo well ſhe loves. 


But publick cares muſt filence privat grief, 

Since ev'ry hour ſome freſh expreſſes tell 

New fatal turns in Rome, portending ill: 

The wav'ring Lepidus (perceiving Cæſar 

Had cunningly agreed with Antony) 

Tho' with a greater army, yields, to them. 
Var. What ſays, the noble Brutus ; - - Junia gone | 
Erut. Is Varius deaf to dangers of his Country? 2 

Var. 
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Var. Forbid it Fove! but fanja's melancholy, 


So very moving, took up ali my thoughts. 
Brut. Too moving, I'm afraid. 
Var. Indeed my Lord, 


Had you perceiv'd the cherms of weeping Bong 
That gorgeous dreſs which ſorrow had put on, 


(Out-ſhining all the gajety of youth 


The pleaſing ſmiles of mirth, and air of joy) 
Your gentle nature would be mov'd like mine. 


Brut. Why you have drawn a picture, my young 


Like any Poet, nay like any Lover. Varius, 
What, does that word draw forth a guilty bluſh? 


Be not alarm'd, no more than Iam, Yarms; 


Junias ſtrict virtue and known love to Caſas, 


Fully prevent my fears, unleſs for you; 


Whoſe. Father's wond'rons merit, and your own, 


Give] me a ſoft concern, as for a ſon. 
She is above your very vaineſt hopes! 


Not the moſt tempting charms of wit or worth, 


Moſt gracefull forms, or dazling ſhew of greatneſs, 


Can make impreſſion on a mind like her's; 
Who, tho my ſiſter, forces praiſes from me. 


Var. Too much, alas, I join in Junia's praiſe; 
My eager thoughts ſtill fly before your words, 


And find them ſhort, far ſhort of punia's due. 


Brut. Then ee can riſe ſelf flatt'ring expecta- 


Can Varius reaſon thus againſt him ſelf, 
And act quite contrary to what he thinks? 


tion? 


Oh what is man, when blinded with his paſſion? 
Var. Why juſt that Creature Heaven thought fit to 


make him. 


Youare, indeed, exempt from all our follies, 
| nd 
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And reſt ſerene within: yet pity others! 

Behold, Ion myundiſgais'd offence, 

And freely open all my thoughts to you:; 

To you, who are a very God to Varins „ 

Who can at once forgive, and cure my weakneſs: 
Brut. But only by deſpair: without that help; . 

There isno God himſelf can give you eaſe: . 

A ſharp, I muſt confeſs, but certain cure. 

Our ſtoical Philoſophy inſtructs us, 7 

A wiſe man is above the reach of Jove, 

Yet hardly ſcapes the worſt of Demops, love. 

But ſince good Junia's ſoul is firm as fate, 

Be yours ſo too. What helps it to be learn'd? 

Or to be wiſe in bus' neſs of the world; 

Nay , where would be the good to rule that world 5 

Without an inward pow'r to govern paſſion ? 

The man diſturb'd within, is but a player; 

May act abroad, perhaps, ſome Hero's part, 

But ſinks at home, a low, uneaſy la: ve. 
Var. To teach is eaſy; but to learn is hard. 

As well might heav'nly Secrares infuſe 

His own wiſe temper while he taught his morals ; ; 

As Brutus raiſe my ſoul to equal his. ; 
Brut. Be not ſo modeſt, Farius, nor ſo courtly ; 

brutus is not your Miſtreſs, but your Friend. 

The Roman virtue ſhines ſobrightin you, 

Nothing | is wanting to make up perfection 

but your command o'er this unfruitful paſſion. 

Love, ev'n when moſt ſucceſsfull, makes not happy. 

Sometimes indeed, pleaſure beyond expreſſion, 

ofleſſes all at once both mind and body, - -_ 

onfounding ſoul and ſenſe 7 height of rapture... 


13 
+. Wet 
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But what allays o'erbalanceall this joy 
Frequent diſquiets z doubts, and jealouſies; 
Sometimes the pains of abſence, and ſometimes 
Amidſt the bliſs , a diſmal dread to loſe it. 
At beſt, the pleaſure is but intermitting ; 
While the uneaſy fever never ceaſes, 
But love, when ſlighted, is intolerable: 
Who courts the faireſt tyrant, is a fool; 
And lives a martyr in the meaneſt cauſe. 

Var. Enough, enough, I am already cur' d, 
At leaſt, till ⁊unia is beheld again. 

Brut. Tis half a cure in love to wiſh for one. A 
Give me your hand, you'll march with me to- moi 

row; 


Where you will drown your ſighs in ſounds of War, | 
And turn your tend'reſt thoughts on your pou! | 


Cy; 


Exeunt Brutus and Vari 


\ 
9 CHORUS, 1 * 

07 Athenian Youths and vin: | a 
Mr. POPE. 2 


Youvrns:. 

H tyrant Love! has thou poſſeſt 
O The prudent , learn'd and virtuous breaſt? 
Wisdom and wit in vain reclaim , 

Anil Arts but ſoften us to feel thy flame. 


Lov 
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Love, ſoft intruder, enters here, 
But entring learns to be ſincere. 
Varius With bluſhes owns he loves, 
And Brutus tendetly reproves.' 
Why, Virtue; doſt thou blame deſire 
Which Nature has impreſt? 123 
Why, Nature; doſt thou ſooneſt fits 
The mild and gen- rous breaſt? 
Pin. 
Loye's purer 1 the Gods approve | 
The Gods, and Brutus bend to love: 
Brutus for abſ ent Portia ſighs, _ - 
And ſterner Cafſis melts at Junia's eyes. 
What is looſe love? a wandring Se; - 


ol. 

A tranſient fit of fond deſire. 
: But Hymer's flames like ſtars unite, 
0 And burn for ever one; 


Chaſte as cold Cynthia's virgin lehr; : 
Productive as the Sunn. 


int 


5 '- 1 Youths. 

What various joys on one attend, 
As ſon, as father, husband, friend? 

Whether his haary ſire he ſpies, 

And finds a thouſand grate ful thoughts atiſe; 
Or meets his ſpouſe's fonder eye; 
Or views his ſmiling progeny: 
|: What tender paſſions take their turns, 
What home: felt raptures move? 

Fr His heart now melts, now leaps, now burns; 
With rey'rence ; hope, and love. 
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220 MARCUS BR UTU&. 
Chorus of both. 


Hence: 9 joys, diſtaſtes, ſurmiſes, c 
Falſe oaths, falſe tears, deceits, diſguiſes ; 


Dangers, doubts, delays, ſarprizes; "EIA 5 
(Fires that ſcorch, yet dare not ſhine ) 1 


Puteſt love's unwaſting treaſure, 
Conſtant faith, fair hope, long leiſure, 


Days of eaſe, and nights of pleaſure; 2 
Sacred Hymen | theſe are thine. Pr 

| Cal 
I ac bauen Ye 
h 

A. c Ts 1 1 J. 1 


BP G E N E 1. 
Is the ſame E efibule. 
Enter Brutus, Junia, Lucilius. 


Lust tn. 

Meſſenger expreſs arriv'd from Rome, 
Is entring mourn fully the Palace 8 ; 
And, ashe paſſes ; weepingall the way: hat 
Brut. My mind forbodes; ſpeak, is my Portia well 
Enter Meſſenger, 185 * letter to Den 

Mefſ. She is, Sir. 

Brut. Then Thope to bear then worſt, 4 B.al 
„ My duty forces me to ſend you news, [write 
„ Which, tho' you needs muſt know, I grieve to 
„ Two hundred of the nobleſt rank in Rome 
„ Proſcrib'd , and murder'd , Cicero himſelf 


at oh 


C 
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| Giv'n up by falſe Octavius to his foes. : 
Good Heav'ns! to whom do ye diſpoſe mankind ? 
Dres the letter. 
Sad fate indeed, ſo great a Villany 
Is moſt ſurpriſing , tho''tis done by them. 
Weeps. 
Jun. Diſmal indeed! but oh my deareſt Brother, 
Let not your tender mind be too much touch'd; 
Practiſe that patience which you now taught me. 
Caſſius is abſent , I am deſolate, 
Yet Rome, you ſaid, muſt take up all my thoughts. 
Brut. And therefore 'tis for Rome I molt lament, 
At once depriv d of her moſt worthy Sons! 
Thoſe Sons are to be envy'd , not bemoan' d: 
Moſt noble ſuffers in their Country's cauſe! 
Great Cicero lives ſtil] , ſhall live for ever; 
While men can read, or value worth or learning. 
But Rome her ſelf appears all pale before me, 
Guſhing out tears, and wringing helpleſs hands; 
dome, Rome has loſt her beſt , her pureſt blood! 
Weeps again. 
Jun. Brutus, be cheer'd: her vital parts remain; 
n you and Caſſius flows the Roman ſpirit, 
i hat ſtill inſpires whole arm ies on her ſide. 
Luc. Tis nobly, truly ſaid; and youbright * 
'offeſs a ſoul, tho' in a ſofter frame, 
ofty enough to animate ev'n them. 
Brut. She does, Lucilius; and were Portia, here * 
But J alas fhall never be ſo happy) 
aſius and I ſhould be but followers 
them in the defence of liberty. 
ut oh, my Cicero! who ſpeaks thy. praiſe , | 
MT on © Muſt 
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l often warn'd good Tully of his danger! 


He wifſh'd himſelf with us at Cz/ar's death, 
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Muſt have a tongue like thine, beyond the bounds 

Of Roman Eloquence ; and fit to fill 

The mouth of Fame with never-dying ſounds. 
Jun. How could Offavius conſent to loſe him, 


The beſt, as well as wiſeſt of his friends? 


: 
\ 
B 
Y 
Brut. Ambition over-eager , checks at nothing; F 
A goodly , but a dang'rous bird of prey; B 
Flies at all game, and never to be tam d, 2 
She pecks, and tears the hand on which ſhe ſits, 5 


But all in vain , when Heav'n will have it ſo. 


And heartily, I doubt not; tho' his foes 
Suſpe cted his too ſoft and tender nature. 


| In 

8 ieee tset 1 

| It 

SCENE T1 Oh 

| Pon 

Enter ſome Lictors, bringing in Theodotus 5 
with them bound as a priſoner. X 

re 

Lier. Col 

E have diſcovered here Theodotus , ak 

Odious to all mankind for Pompey's death. Ss 

tan. What, he that make EI formal e fol Po A 


murder? 
And with a philoſophick gravity 
SanRify'd michief with a rev'rend tongue? 
The Oraror wants words in his own cauſe, a 
| rh 
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Brut. Speak for thy (elf; that juſtice thou ſhalt have. 
The. Had I not oſten own'd my crime with tears, 
$0 ſelft-condem'd already: or if Brutus 
Were not my judge, the good, the faultleſs Brutus; 
Black tho' I now appear, and all disfigur'd 
With common prejudice; yet I might give 
Fair colour to this hated, foul offence. 
But who can ſtand the teſt of ſtricteſt juſtice? 
Or how can words avail to ſway the wiſe? 
This wisdom and this juſtice are in Brutus: 
So much ſuperior thou to other men, 5 
That at thy judgment-ſeat, the greateſt art 
Is uſeleſs to excuſe the ſmalleſt fault. 
Brut. Say boldly all thou can'ſt. 
The. Elſe, I might ſay, tis hard to be condemu d 
For doing that, which if I had not done, 
I might have juſtly been condemn'd by thoſe 
Whoſummon'd me to Council for their ſafety, 
| thought their ſafety ask d for Pompey's death: 
Oh that I could redeem it with my own: 
Pompey was great , was good, was wiſe, was valiant , 
But yet was vanquiſh'd by more happy Cæſar; 
Who, had his foe been ſpar d, would ſoon have ſhewn, 
A real rage, which now he but affected. 
Could Egypt ſtop the Victor of Pharfalia ? 
All we could give was but a poor reprieve , - 
A hardſhip worſe than death to minds reſolv'd. 
Rome and her liberty entirely loſt, | 
Pompey would have diſdain'd a life precarious , 
Which yet had coſt our King and Country dear. 
Would he had counſell d, and would l.had dy'd 3 
For he, who as a Raman 5 dy:d tor Rowe, A 
| F--4 It 
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If born with us, would have advis'd for Egypt. 
Jun. With all thy * „ how durſt 1 name 
| great Pompey ? S. 

The,Ev'n he was guilty a flow: your F athen 
Yet, grant he was the braveſt , beſt of men , 
Victorious often in the caufe of Rome, 

While | was but a Counſellor for Zeype. 

Since Fame rewards his ſervice to his Country , 
Should ] be puniſh'd for aſſiſting mine? 

Brut. If words could change the nature of ill deeds, 
Thy head would be indebted to thy tongue , 

Which, Lmuſt needs allow, has done its part, 
And makes my tender War Will thee hence, 

Out of my reach, as well as will, to puniſh. 

Rut here I ſtand the Subſtitute of Rome; 

Which with-united ſighs bemoans her Pomipey ; 
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And weeping waits to have his death re veng'd. 1 
Thy worthleſs Prince and Count y were too fight 
A facrifice to Pompey, at his feet Fi 
Ceſar himſelf was not too great to fall: L 
Think but on that 7 and thou wilt dye content. 1 
Exeunt Lucilius and Officets H 
with ThEoODoOTOs. W 
Tere barbarous to reaſon with a wretch L 
Long ſince condemn'd to dye by Rome 5 decree. 55 
But he was no Egyytian, as he pleaded; | 5 
Nor ſubject to that Prince he ſo advis'd. oy 55 
Jun. What King or Country dares be ſo audacious 55 
To hurt the meaneſt Senator of Rowe? - „ 
How then durſt any think of killing Pompey? N 
Brut. Preſumptuous wickedneſs? Pompey o ercome, ¶ At 
Ad d by his friends, a fugitive, To 


At 
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Ar mercy of the meaneſt, baſeſt Villain; 

Yet in that loweſt ebb was much too high 

For ſuch a Prince as Pzolemy to reach. 

From Prolemy , proſtrate at Pompey's feet, 

Not only aid, but reyerence was due. 

That Chief eſcaping, mighthave chang'd Rome's fate; 
Andthe whole world had been oblig d to Egypt. 


beats ad8h 8b 86r hr. h e. 
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Aſe Villany is ſeldom at a ſtand, 

But ſtill proceeding on to greater miſchief: 
From murd'ring Senators at Rome, they now 
Lift their aſpiring treachery to Brutus. : 
The wiſe Athenians , watchfull of your ſafety, 
Have newly ſeiz'd a ſlave in foul diſguiſe, 

Who on the Rack confeſſes all the Crime. 
„Nie thee to Athens, ſaid the baſe Offawins, 
„ Andſavethy Maſter, ſave us all, fave Rome; 
„ Go purchaſe fame and freedom by a blow: 
„Our foes are all united in that Brutus; 
„He, he alone inſpir'd the death of Cæſar. 
„Be deſperate, be ſecret, and be rich. 

Brut. I pity the poor wretch; he knows no better. 
At his return, how would his Maſter grie ve 
To find me ſafer here, than he at Rome, 

| | Px He 


226 MARCUS BRUTUS.. 


He does but ſhoot theſe a arrows in the air. 

Tuc. Except at Rome infected by our foes, 

Virtue like yours is ey 'ry where ſecure 8 

And claims the juſt protection of Mankind. 

Jun. Xour life is ſo important, 
Youths quit their pleaſures , ſoldiersflight their pay. 
Ev'n miſers leave their wealth to watch your ſafety. 
Brus. Let go the ſlave to tell Oct᷑avius this. 
Luc. What, ſave that wretch? 
Brut. Both ſave and let him go. 

In this attem pt he hut obey'd his Maſter. 
| (Exit Tucilius, 
Oh that 1 were no 8 worſe than ge: 
This ſlave would kill; but tis to get his freedom 
But ah ! ev'n Senators are growing ſla ves, 

Careleſs of honour, void of honeſly, 
Forgetting all their noble anceſtors, 
And ruining a glorious Common wealth! 
Enter Iitinius and Lucilius again 
Tit. Caſſius has ſent me here with this reply, 
He wants that n Which you would bor- 
row ; 
Of which, at meeting, you mall have account. 
Theſe letters I have brought for noble Junia. 
| Junia goes out with the letters, 
Luc. Vour Legions then muſt ſtay till his are paid. 

Brut. Think not the worſt , Lucilius, ere it comes. 
At Sardis we ſhall meet by bre ak of day. 

Il take one hour's repote „and then for ons, 
Good night to both. 


Tuc. Reſt to yournoble thoughts, 185 0 
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e IT F9IEh 
SCENE IV. 
BR 5, laid on his Couch. 


B AUT usS. 


Is but in vain, ſleep is not to be courted. 
Sing, Boy, the Song that Portia likes ſo well, 
And ſooth my thoughts with ſome melee 
lounds: | 
( Soft TP ck and Song. 

Man is himſelf an inſtrument of muſick; 
Bur yet ſome ſtring is always out of tune, 
Andev'ry ſound we make ſhews our confuſion. 
Why ſhould this death of Cæſar trouble me? 
I did it not for anger, or ambition; 

But for mere honeſty, and publick good; 
Nay, good to him; for in my own opinion, 
Tis better much to dye, than live unjuſtly. , 
My fellow Citizens, my kindred, friends, 
All ſunk at once beneath his riſing fortune. 
And ſhould I tamely ſuffer an Uſurper 
T'enſlave mankind, becauſe he ſmiles on me? 
Friendſhip indeed is the moſt tempting bribe; 
But juſtice ſhould be blind to all its beauty: 
And yet a reſtleſsneſs attends ſuch deeds, 
Tho' ne er ſo juſt? ſomething that feels unwield Yo. 
That fits uneaſy on a gentle nature; 


cannot ſleep, unleſsI ſhake it off. 2 
8 e S CE. 
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OI RICH IE EE a EE 8. 
SCENE V. 


Enter a Spirit in the shape of Gel full 


of wounds. 


Ure I ſleep now, or elſe my eyes delude me. 

I know tis fancy all; and yet I ſtagger; 
Ha, it comes on: what art thou ? when alive, 
Tho' arm'd with pow'r, adorn'd with fame and 
greatneſs, 
I fear'd thee not, becauſe thou wert un juſt; | 
But, more than human now, thou ſeem | above me! 
Speak, unknown being! I conjure thee, ſpeak. 

Spir. 1 amthy evil genius, Marcus Brutus. 


And have aſſum'd this ſhape to give thee terror. 


Brut. Terror? how cam'ſt thou to know me no, 
, better? 
Sure than art ignorant, as well as ev. 
Spir. Is murder then no crime? 
Brut. Killing is none; 
When done not for ourſelves but for our Country. 
Spir. Not for your ſelf indeed; you ſtab'd your 
friend. [part 
Brut. Friend? oh, thou toucheft now my tender. 
Oh, name that word no more !. : 
Spir. A friend! a friend! 
Brut. But what'sa friend, compar'd with publick 
good? 


Convince me, if chou can'ſt, oh, teach me truth! , 
And 
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And ſhew me but one glimpſe of future being , 
Of which we talk ſo much, yet know ſolittle! 
Diſpel theſe miſts that muffle poor mankind , 
And open to me all that glorious Scene! 
Shew me where Virtue ſmiles, and ſits enthron d, 
And where Morality finds juſt reward; 
Tis ſure, above: for ill men proper here. 
Spir. Soon at Philippi thou ſhalt know it all. 
Brut. Shall we then meet again? 4 
Spir. Yes , at Philippi. 
Brut. ]'ll meet thee there, I'll meet thee any where. 
e Sir is. 
Now I am reſolute, the ſhadow flies, 
And vaniſhes together with my fear. 
What hoa! | 6 oy 
| Enter Boy. 
Boy. My Lord 3 
Brut. Did you ſee nothing? 
Boy. No. 
Brut. Nor hear me ſpeak? - 
Boy. Nothing at all, my Lord. 
Brut. Let every thing be ready for our March ; 
And call me up, be ſure, by ek a ay: 


Till then I'll "OE within. | 
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Third CHOR Us 


Of Roman en 7 
Ark is the maze poor Mortals tread' 
Wiſdom itſelf a Guide will need. 
We little thought when Ca/ar bled oy 
Tuhhat a worſe Ceſar wou df ucceed. 
And are we under ſucha curſe, | 


i We can not chan; ge but for the worſe? 


With fair pretence of foreigh force 
By which Rome muſt her ſelf enthral; > 

Theſe without bluſhes or remorſe 
Proſcribe the beſt, impoveriſh all. 

The Gals themſelves our greateſt Foes, „5 
Could act no miſchiefs worſe than thoſe: 


That Julius with ambitious thoughts 
Had Virtues too his foes could find: 
Theſe equalhim in all his faults > , 
But never in his noble mind. ; 
That free born Spirits ſkould' Sey 
Wretches who know not how to ſway | 


Late werepent our haſty choice, 

In vain bemoan ſo quick a turn; 

Heark all to Romo's united voice; 

Better that we a while had born 

Ev'n all thoſe ills which moſt diſpleaſe. 
Than ſoughta cure far worſe than the — 


3 


8 O 


SCENE I. 


A fell near Philippi, where Caſſius and 
Brutus made the rendezvous of their 
Armies. 


Enter Brutus and Officers. 


BRN Ur 5 8. 
Is here that I and Caſſius: weretojoin: * 
What ſay our Scouts? 1s any Army near? 
Off. The riſing duſt diſcovers their approach; 
And ſome, impatient of ſo flow a march, 
Are juſt arriv d before to meet their friends. ; TY 4 
"0 + "ep Lacilins, 1 8 5 
Brut. O, here's Lucilius, v whom I ſent to Caf as. 
Luc. Caſſius , my Lord, ſalutes the noble Wraith ; 
And haftens;' to embrace hin. k 
Brut. O Lucilius ! 
Caſſius, is alter'd much „or ill advis'd; 
Has, I am loth to ſay it, done ſome things 
Which do not well become ſo great a man: 
But ſince he is ſo near, I'llſtay my cenſure, F 
5 | Ard 


28z MARCUS BRUTUS:. 
And wiſh to find my jealouſy miſtaken. 
But, good Lucilius, how did he receive you, 


When you brought friendly notice I was near? 
Luc. With forms, and complements, and great 


reſpect 7 / 

Out- doing enemies in ceremony; 
But no familiarity betwixt us; | 
None of that free and friendly conference, 
Which we have us'd of old: and when he nam'd you 
T was always with ſuch ſet, affected praiſe, Sl 
As if the commendation had no meaning 
But to be told again. A. 

Brut. I am afraid 
Thou judgeſt but too right. Nothingi is nobler Lc 
Than friendſhip till it once begins to fail; br | 
But then aſham'd , and conſcious of defect, . : 
It hides it ſelf in complim ent and care: 


At the firſt ſhock , off falls the frail Aiſguiſe : TP 
Falſehodd is fooliſh, and betrays it ſelf. 

There is no art in plain and friendly truth, 

Which like the Sun ſhines ſorth by its own light. 

Violent minds ſometimes make glorious ſhew, 

Like gilding ſhine, equal to real Gold, 

But in the uſage, how much difference? 

Hark! ! he's arriv'd; march gently on to meet him. 


$$ 
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ON GR GON . ON GN SRD DRM 
SCENE II. 


Enter CAss Ius, &c. 


Cas 8619 6. 
Mbracing thus is but a thing of form: 


For tis not fit that both our Armies here 
Should once ſuſpect the leaſt diſpute between us. 
Brut. The common cauſe indeed requires our cares 
And all our diſcontents ſhould yield to that. 
Caſſ. Brutus, letusretireinto my tent, 
Leſt here by chance ſome unbecoming word 
Break out too loud. | 
Brut. Are we ſo little maſters of our ſelyes ? 
How can we then be fit to govern Armies? 
_ Caf. You think your ſelf above thoſe common 
frailties. 
Brut. The Stoics are above acts paſſion. 
But, ſince you would retire, [am content. 
My ſoldiers may remove beyond thoſe fields, 
Tucilius, march alittle off this ground. 
Let your men do the like, under pretence 
Of our conferring about great affairs; 
Indeed our greateſt, for a home- diſpute 
s of more conſequence than foreign dangers. 
Caſſ. Iitinius, let my forces move away 
To yonder plain, and leave us all alone, 


Tis neceſſary we ſhould be in private. 
Exeunt all, except Brutus. 


and Caſſius. 5 
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Ou ask'd me fifty talents for your Legions, 
And in a ſtyle as to your treaſurer, _ 
As if! ſhould prefer yours to my own : 
am to be impos ' d on thus by you? [ ſhip: 
Brut. Sure Caſſius little knows the force of friend- 
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Writing ſo freely ſhew'd my truſt and kindneſs. ; 
He that deſires a favour from a friend, | 
Does him the greateſt in deſiring it. : 

Caſſ. Come, I mult tell you, over-great applauſe 
Lifts you too high. Should I, who kill'd even Ceſar, 17 


nly for his exceſſive power and pride, 
* Should 1 at laſt ſubmit thus to another? 
From a ſuperiour my ſtars de fend me! 3 
Brut. From a ſuperiour? you little know me: 
I ſcarce would be ſuperiour to my ſlaves, 
Except in vertue ; that is worthy pride. 
Caſſ. Then think not Sir, of being above me. 
Brut. I wiſhi were not, by theſe weak ſuf, picions 
What jealous of a friend it moves my pity. 
caſſ. Pity? I ſcorn it. 
Brut. Scorn your rage that moves it. 
My pity is not, ought not to be {lighted : 
"Tis like the kind compaſſion of a parent, 
Full of concern, and free from all contempt, 


| Rather deſerves your thanks than your reproach. Da 
- ” of) 


-- 


05, 
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Caſſ. My ane 75 is what 2 _ OY 
Oer mes t 
Brut. Vet ee ncht to govern paſſion, 
caſſi Brutus ,yauhawearmover-raling way ,. - 
Which, under colour of a patient calmneſs; | 
Expects complyanderyith-your Ins ou a 
But I ſee throughit . 
Brut. See! your paſſion blinds you. 
- Caſſi You have no paſſion; yet provoke another 8 
Brut. ls it provokingto inform a brother : 
Of faults no other:dares preſume to tell him , 
And yet moſt neceſſary he ſhould know ? 
Your troops havedone moſt difmal otras; | 
Forc'd harmleſs wretches from theirnative homes oy 


| Slighted the widows and the orphans tears, 


G ather' d theirlaftremains with greedy gripe „ b 
That which poor ſwains had Jabour' a Yor whole 
years , | 

Is in one moment plunder d by your foldiers: 

This finks our cauſe ,. which roſeat firſt ſo glorious... 
Shall we, who ſoar'd ſo high in reputation, 

And qpeu'd ev'ry mouth in our juſt praiſes 5 

Now on a ſudden fall to dire oppreſſion? 
Shallwe at laſt pull down with our own baude L 


That lofty fabrick of well-founded W 2 h | 


Caſſ. Am I to anſwer for it? 
Brut. With your fame, 

That ſtands expos'dtoev'ry juſt man's ne 2 
Caſſ. Go on no more, I will no longer bear it. 
Brut. By Heay'n you ſhall hear all Hl then do your 

worſt. | | 

Dare I not thay what ever you dare act? | 
Q 2 Am 


225 MARCUS BRUTUS. 
Am I not equally concern'd with you 
In this great war for freedom of our Country? 
Vet muſt not tell whatever hurts our cauſe ? 
Caſſ. Tempt me not farther, Sir, you may 
repent it. | 
Brut.Tempt not you me with all your furious looks: 
I am above your threats, and can look down 
Both on your ſelf and them. 
Caſſ. Were it not for the cauſe we have in wi; , 
I would not bear this heap of injuries. 
Brut. I injure? where is that unlucky man 
Who can with reaſon make complaint of me ? 
If any, l' acknowledge it with ſhame. 
The man who wrongs his meaneſt adverſary , —_— 
Exalts his enemy above himſelf. 
And can you think that I could injure Caſſias 
My brother, and my friend? | 
 Caſl. If hearing lyes 
With greedy ears, and ſoon believing them: 
If misinterpreting whate'er I do, 
And reprefentingthings in fouleſt colours, 
Can be call'd wronging, who was e' er ſo wrong'd? 
Brut. If IL have ſaid one word that ſounds unkindly, 
My tongue has ſlipp'd, and quite deceiv'd my heart, 
That melts like wax before your hotteſt anger. 
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Behold my tears for having ſo much vex'd you. 
Caſſ. What ſays my Brutus? ſpeak that word again, | 
Am I not then ſo foul, ſo full of fault? 7 
Brut. It was my frailty to preſume ſo much. 
Caſſ And mine to be ſuſpicious of my Brutus. | F 
All ſhall be mended. N 


Brut. But can you forgive 
Toe 


0 


MARCUS BRUTUS: 237 


Too ſharp expreſſions, tho' with kind intent? 
Caſſ. So kind intent, I own the obligation. 
No man but Brutus durſt have ſpoke ſo boldly; 
No man but Brutus would have ſpoke ſo kindly. 
Brut. Oh Caſſius nothing but the tendreſt friendſhip, 
And when l thought it for the publick good, 
Could have embolden'd me to cenſure you. 
Caſſ. Embrace me cloſe, and witneſs how my heart 
Leaps up tranſported with this ſudden change! 
Brut. It was an eager argument indeed, 
But ends as it ſhould do between ſuch friends, 
Reſenting nothing but their Country's wrongs. 
Methinks good ſpirits hov'ring all around us, 


Should to the world proclaim our happy union. 


Now, while our enemies combine in miſchief , 
Thus firmly join'd , we'll firſt be Conquerors, 
Then make all Kome contented as our ſelves. 


FF 


S 
Enter Lucilius and Titinius. 
n | 


Ome in Lacilius, welcome good Titinius, 
Let us conſult of our neceſſities, 
And manage well this laſt important ſtake. 
Brut. The ſtate is thus at Rome: my letter mentions 
Full fifty Senators, with thouſands more, 


Ne WI proſcrib'd; and Cicero is one. 


23 _ Caf. 


/ 


May ill men ever uſe each other ſo. 


By ruſhing on the foe, forcing to fight, 


238 MARCUS BRUTUS. 
Caſſ. Cicero one? that talking friend of Cæſar 70 
Octavius has well paid him for his pains; 


Brut. Oh gently cenſure ev'n a foe when dead. 5 
See, Caſſius; here the curſe of over-caution. 
The wary walker who miſtruſts too much, = 
Treads not ſo firm, but faintly , indfofrumbles: | 


Thus Twlly fell, by too much fear of falling. 


Caſſ. But Antony, and:yoting Offavins : 
Are marching hither with a mighty force : 
The uſeleſs Leyidus is left at Rome; | 8 

Brut. The queſtion is, whether we had not beſt ] 
Haſte on, with anger bent againſt our foes, 1 
Rather than tameiy wait their bold aſſault. 


- Caf]. lam for ſtaying here: my reaſon this. / 
So long a march muſt weary out our ſtrength, 
Which reſt will give us here. Let them come on , 
And tir'd with toil expoſe their bending bodies 
Under Our luſty arms, vig'rous and freſh : 1 5 9 


Beſides, in this we take the ſtouteſt part; 

For reſolute expecting certain Ranger | 

Shews the moſt ſettled courage ; while the Coward 

Runs often fiercely on, to "FR his fear, 

And ſwallow down in haſte the bitter draught. 
Brut. Some reaſons have a ſtrange fallacious force; 

Juſt as the pleaſing colours us'd by artiſts 

Delude the very fight. But in my judgment, 

It tires our army more totarty here. 

Opinion is the ſoul of every action; 

Keep but that up, that keeps up all the reſt: 

And 'tis maintain'd by marks of reſolution , 


Not 


> 
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Not lingring here behind with flacken'd vigour. 
We muſt depend upon our zeal and cauſe, 
And therefore in hot blood ſhall do it beſt, 
If once we cool, theirfurer diſcipline 
Will ſoon prevail againſt our new-rais'd force. 
The hearts of all our ſoldiers now are ſet 
On fierce encountring , all their rage inflam'd; 
There's norhing wanting but to draw their ſwords, 
And down goes tyranny, to riſe no more. 
Can we fit ſtill, and pauſe with ſuch a thought? 
do near a glorious deed there's no repoſe : 
Impatience makes unquiet expectation, 
And eager nature can allow no reſt. 

Caſſ. You ſhall prevail: we'll let em but refreſh, 
And then we'll charge the foe. 

Brut. Let us embrace; and, o my deareſt brother, 
This quarrel ſhall but make us better friends. 


e i Free 
Fourth CHORUS, 


Of Roman Soldiers. 


Ur Vows thus cheerfully we ſing, 
While Martial Muſick fires our blood: 
Let all the neighboring Echos ring 
With clamours for our Country's good. 
And for reward, of the ju ſt Gods we claim, 
Alife with freedom, or a death with fame. 


May Rome be freed from wars allarms, 
d | Q 4 c And 
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And taxes heavy to be born: 
May ſhe beware of foreign Arms, 
And ſend them back with noble ſcorn. 
And for reward, of the juſt Gods we claim 
A life with freedom, or a death with fame. 


May ſhe no more confide in Friends, 
Who nothing farther underſtood, 
Than only for their private ends 
To waſte her wealth & ſpill her blood. 
And for reward, &c . .. 


fs 15 Apts. 


Our Senators great Jove reſtrain 

From private piques they prudence call; 

From the low thoughts of little gain, 

And hazarding the loſeing all. « 
And for reward, &c... | 
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The ſhining Arms with haſte prepare, 

Then to the glorious combat fly , 

Our minds unclog'd with farther care, 

| Except to overcome or dye. 1 
And for reward, &c ... . . 


i.) , 


They ſight oppreſſion to increafe, | 
We for our Libertys & Laws: : } 
It were a fin to doubt ſucceſs, | 
When Freedom is the noble cauſe. 
And for reward, of the juſt Gods we claim 
A life with freedom, or adeath with fame. 


ACT 
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SCENE I. 
The field of Philippi. 


Brutus, Caſſius „Lucilius and Titinius , 
with other Officers, at the head We 
their Army. 


Enter Varius haſtily. 


VARIUS. 


Ropitious ſtars favour our cauſe already. 
Behold ! a heedleſs party of Oftavius 


Haſt'ning too faſt, is fall'n within our ambuſh; 
And we may cut them off without defence. 
Caſſ. Fall on em inſtantly. 
Brut. Hold, Caſſius, hold, 
And ſpare your fellow-citizens at mercy. 
Caſſ. The death of theſe will make the day our 
| OWN, 
Brut. T will rather make the reſt moredeſ perate. 
| Conſider, Caſſus, they are Romans all. 
Caſſ. So much the worſe, fighting againſt their 
Country, 


Q 5 5 Brut. 
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Brut. Alas, they do but follow wicked leaders, 
And are our Countrymen withall theirfaults ; 
Kindred, nay friends, perhaps tothee, or me. 
Caſſ. Thy tender nature will undo us all. | 
Brut. Good Caſſius, let me over. rule in this, 
And you in all things elfe ſhall govern me. 
Order our Soldiers not to kill a man, (to Lucilius 
But ſeize them gently, as your future friends. 
Oh, Caſſius, what à pleaſure 'tis to ſave 


Romans from falling in a ſhamefull cauſe. / 
Caſſ. I can no longer contradi& my Brutus; V 
Your mercy is ſo moving: yet I own | I 
This battle never was approv'd by me: V 
For I would ne er have ventur'd at one blow 
So great a ſtake as all our liberties; It 
But rather have prolong'd th'i important war. 4 


Iuſe to ſlight preſages; but oflate, 
My mind, I know not how, forboding ill, 


Spite of my reaſon feels a drooping ſadneſs, in 
And by its gloomy light forſees misfortune. W 
Brut. In ſuch a cauſe it were a fault to fear; Su 
Elſe, Caſſius, I might have ſome fancies too; W 
For Ceſar's Ghoſt appear'd to me laſt niht, e 
At all his gaping wounds breathing revenge due 
And when I would have reaſon'd with it, vaniſh'd. 0 
Caſſ. Alas good Brutus, what can be in that . Ant 
But an effect of melancholy fumes ? Þ 
A dark and diſmal] picture, lively drawn You 
py dreaming fancy, tho'wethink we wake. b 


Our Sec believes no ſpirits; if there be, 
At leaſt, if they are ſuch as Plato fancies, 
Thoſe purer beings who behold our cauſe, 


Thoſe 


Ws 
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Thoſe Demi-gods will ſure encourage virtue; 
And give their fellow Creatures juſt aſſiſtance. 
Thus in the midſt of ſlaughter we ſhall find 
Ten thouſand airy Legions on our ide, 
Sentto ouraid, as Heav'n's Auxiliaries. 
Enter Lucilius, with-an Officer of the 
other Army. | 

Luc. My Lord, your gen'rous orders were obey'd, 
And fee the juſt ſucceſs: this worthy Tribune, 
Won by your mercy to thoſe other Soldiers, 
Is come to join us with a valiant bend, 
Vowing they never will be foes to Brutus. 

Offic, Such virtue needs no Army to furport it; 
It vanquiſhesþeyond the reach of force, 
And makes our very minds yield due ſubmiſſion, 

Brut. Submiſſion only ſhould be paid to Heav'n, 
And I muſt bluſh to hear it from a Rowan, 
We ſcaree have in this little ſpan oflite 
Sufficient time for exerciſe of virtue; 
We ſhould do ill to loſe the leaſt oecaſion. 
Let all his Cohort charge with our chief legion. 
Such a deſertion is a timely ſervice. | 

Offic. Your approbation is our higheſt aim; 
And this day we'll deſerve it. 

Brut. Tis not doubted, 
Your Country's freedom will excite your valour. 
Lethim have rankamong our chief commanders, 
Exit Officer with Varius & Titinius, 
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Not courage, but a bold diſguiſe for fear. 
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5 
SCENE II. 


Manent Caſſius and Brutus. 


Ns 
8 


Canoprus. 


P fight is well begun, moſt noble Brutus, f 
And may the reſt be ſtill ſo favourable. 
That we may lengthen out our lives to age, Ls 


In all the peacefull joys of love and friendſhip. 
But, ſince the chance of war is moſt uncertain, 
Tis wisdom to provide againſt the worſt ; 
Which is, our parting, if we loſe the Battle, % 
Never to meet again: inſucha caſe 


What is my deareſt friend reſolv'd to do? 


Brut, Jam, Alas, ſo weary ofa world, 
All full of faults and follies, I wouldleave it: 
But that to me it ſeems a want of ſpirit 
To ſhrink from life for fear of future ill. 

: Tis to diſtruſt the juſtice of the Gods, 
Or elſe their pow'r; and is in my opinion, 


With patience arm'd [']l bear the blows of Fortune. 

Caf. Then deareſt Brutus, you can be content 
To wear a chain; nay what is yet much worſe 
To ſee great Rome as much a ſlave as you? 

Brut. Ohnever, never come that fatal day ! 
The very ſound offends. Oh you have nam'd R 
The only thing, ye Gods, I cannot bear. a 85 

5 When. 
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Whene'er ye ſend that ſummons, tis my laſt ; 
And therefore, left we ne'er ſhould meet again, 
Here let us take our everlaſting leave. 

Caſſ. For ever, and for ever, farewell Brutu? 
After this famous day we ſhall be Victors, 
Or elſe, beyond the ſenſe of being vanquiſh'd. 
Brut. For ever, and for ever, fare wel Caſſius! 
'Twillbe with pleaſure if we meet hereafter, 
Ifnot , this — is our greateſt pain. 
a [Exeunt ſeverally, 


el St . C cr C GSS. Sgt. St $218 
SCENE III. 


Juſt as Caſſius is going off , enter Titinius 
haſtily, and flops Bim. 


Terre 


He Army of Marc Antony appears, 
Fearleſs, and forward to attempt your Camp. 
Caſſ. Sure tis impoſlible : tho brave to raſhneſs, 
He is a Soldier of too great experience; | 
cannot hope for ſuch a fault in him. 
'Tis ſafer to beſtride the angry Oceati, 5 
Than offer to aſſault a Roman Camp. 
We'll ſoon correct this inſolent Antonius # 
And crulh the bold attem apt. 
Exit Caſſius. 
A 1 is ſounded. 
Re-enter Caſſus with Iitinius, Pindarus , and other 
Officers, | 
Caf. 


/ 
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Caſſ. Their proſp'rous raſhneſs F 4 
Who never fear'd before: I doubt en, 
The liberty of Rome is gone for ever. 
]'Ikperiſh withit, or redeem the 8 N 
Iitinius, oh make haſte „fly tow'rd 1 oops, 3 
wot cover quickly if Wer are our friends. 
f | Exit ib 
"= Dindarus , get on the riſing ground, 
(My fight thou knew ſt is ſhort} and take ⁊ vieẽẽ 
Quite round the field. 
Pindarus goes up the Hill, then calls to Caſſius. 
Pind. Hoa, my good Lord! 5 
Caſſ. What now? 
Pind. Titinius is ſeiz'd on by the fos. 
Caſſius goes alſo to view, 
Caſſ. Oh he is WE an they hour | for] o. 
Coe down, come down, , 
Oh, Ihaveliv'd to ſee my beſt friend Jof ! 
And by my own procurement! Pindarus, 
I took thee pris ner once, and ſpar q thy life; 
All the return I ask, is, now take mine. 
Pindarus turns away. weeying. 
Iam thy General, and Maſter too; 


Yet I have us'd thee as becomes a friend, | T 


A friend will not deny my laſt requeſt. _ Bi 
Kill me with this; with this I flew the Tyrant. 
Caſſius Haſesst hin Dagger 15 
pind. Is there neceſſity : ? Bod 
Ca.. Thou ſee'ſt there is. 
Diſpatch it quickly, while I turn my face. 
Pind. Then farewel worthy. Caſſus. 


Pindarus kills himſelf. Wt 
Caf, 


er 


* 
Att 
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Caſſ. What, gone before me? did I need example? 


Fos ſhame now Caſſius do thy own laſt worx; | | 
ons leads the honourable way. 


U ills on his ms 


n 
* - 


CAN ERDAED Sn 
E E Ne I V. | 


— Tirinivs „ mecting' one of Caſſius's 
Officers juſt entring at the other door. 


ee 


Rutus with chearfull news greets Caius Caſſins ; 20510 
And, having broke the forces of Octavius, 
Is haſting hither to relieve his friend. 
Offic. Alas, he comes too late „ ſee 99 les 5 
Caſſi 4s !, | 
[Enier Brutus with Officers. 
Brut. Is Caſſius on the grounds ? 0 my dear friend? 
Runs to Caſſius. 
Jcame to fill 0 ears + with news 
But ſuch a ſight has turn'd my joy to grief. 
Caſſ. What, has my feeble hand made me be taker? 
Is Caf; 45 to become the ſcorn of Antony ? 2 200 
Riſing a-lirile, believing it to 1% 
Anton y. | 
Brut. Rather the grief of ev ry wotthy Roman. 
What curſed hand has flain my deareſt friend? 


Caff. 
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Urge you to more: be your own great example. 


They fight, to make ambition tyranny, 
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Caſſ. What do Ihear, and ſee? is Brutus tliere? 

A pris'ner too? 8 | 
Brut. The Gods forbid that, Caſſius: | | 

Look up, and ſee thy mournful friend victorious, 
Caſſ. Have you then ſav'd the liberty of Rome? 


I askno more, and dye with full content. J 

But yet[ leave my Junia behind: ) 
Oh ſtill be tender of that beſt of women! 

In being kind to her, remember me. V 

Dyes in his arms. 10 

Brut. mb thee ? who can forget thy worth! N 


With a dead friend diſputes are all forgot, 
And what is tender takes up all the mind; 
Grief only thinks on that which moſt promotes its 


And oh, I long to give my ſorrow vent. 05; 


Turns to his Officers. 
But our dear Country now claims all my care. 
Summon our Soldiers, that I may with praiſe 
Keep up that ſpirit which has fir'd their ſouls. 
Enter a confuſed multitude of ſoldiers. 
Hail fellow ſoldiers , worthy of that cauſe, 
For which you fight ſo well; your actions paſt 


On far unequal terms theſe armies meet; 


And themſelves ſlaves; their vict'ry is their ruin. 
But if for this one day you can ſubmit 


To one who but commands you for your ſakes; 


Now proud to lead, while you are pleas'd to follow, || 4 
Youev'ry one ſhall be a conqueror, You, 
And equal to your General, who ſeeks Like 


No In ſac 


No other Triumph but his Conntry's freedom. | 

End but that work, and then to foreign wars. 

There's no man here but may by merit hope 

To lead an Army, and have me his ſoldier. 

Acclamations of Applauſe. | 

Let prod igal Antonius promiſe treaſures, 11 

Wrench'd from hard hands af wretched lab'ring 14 
Spwains, 'F 

Who lift them up to:heav'n to call down vengeance. 

can out-bid him, ſpite of all his riches: 

Hark to the pleaſing ſound.! tis liberty! 

That only nam'd I need to ſay no more. : 

| Exeunt ue un 


ED ae dne 


„ 


1 2 2 dul. 


B R U. 
Hence thoſe diſmal notes for Caſſus' deaths | 
There is no need of ſounds to raiſe true ſorrow; 
And it will chear the foe to hear us mourn. 
Oh _ 151 what a loſs art thou to me! 
Sͤtooping doum tothe dead body. 
Trumpet ſounds again mournfull. 
Enter Varius. 
var. Tis wich a trembling hand I ſhew theſe letters; 
Yourgrieffor Caſſas, will alas, be loſt : 
Like Riversin the Ocean, fwallowd up. 
o In ſadder news. Fong . 
R 
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Brut. Speak, id my Portia Well? 
What, make no anſwer? chen tis ſo indeed. 
In ſaying nothing, thou haſt told me all. 

Var. Here wache ſad account. 

5 Holds the letter to Brutus. 
ue Oh, readit, read it. 
Dur. reading] urius I muſt awillinety inform You 
That Portia , grieving for her Husband's abſence, 
Had inourn'dher ſelf into a raging fever; | 
In which, becauſe ſhe fancy'd he was dead, 
She (none ſuſpecting) ſwallow'd burning coals, 
Sody'd with mournfall elamours for her Brutus. 
Brut. Enough), ehough, o ye immortal Gods! 


Ii not complain of you, but of my ſelf; 

For, ſure I am the very worſt of men, R 
Since youthink fit to make me the moſt wi etched. 5 
How all my tears are on a ſudden ſtopt! J . 


Something | feel within that weighs me down; 
And I muſt fink. - EY 
Var. Good Sir —_ comforted. 
Kr wp Oh never, never. 
| thou beheid her with my weeping eyes, 
og tenderly we took our lateſtleave; 


How her love pleaded, and her beauty mov'd; 8 
When, all diffolv'd im grief, her mournful looks Py 
She fix d on mine: Oh, never talk of comfort. 15 
Comfort i dear Portia, if lever ſeek it, | f 


May then -- - - alas! I cannot curſe my ſelf, 


Heav'n knows A een. 
Eniir Lucilius haſlily, 


Luc. The enemy once more is com ing on, 


e them out of Caſſius Camp. 5 
TOR: Andy. - 


Fd 


ly 
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And gathers „as he goes, the large remains 8 
Ofthe new routed Army of Octavius. 
Ill do my beſt to ſtop them in their march. 
Brut. Antonius, and his Army? Alas Varius; 
What's that, or Victory it ſelfto me? | 
Var. But yet our Country ſhould not be forgotten; 
Brut. Oh no: Il bear about this heavy heart; Ei 
Yet, when! ſtr uggle moſt, it weighs me dowy. - 
Var. But where is, Sir, your wonted reſolution? 
Brut. Gone , Varius, gone for ever, with my 
: Portia. 
Var. Then, farewel all che liberty of Rome! | 
' Brut. The liberty of Rome? the thought of that 


Has rous' d me up- yet one ſigh more for Portia, 


Reme yet [ball have my cares: but oh, my friend, 
May this be the laſt battel among Romans! 
It grieves my ſoul to ſee this civil laughter. 
Fain [ would live to leave my Country tree, 
And with my dying eyes behold her proſper. 
Elſe I have dong too much; aydCaſar's death, 
Too ſharp a Med'cine, if it does not cure. 
Twas cutting off a limb ev'n from my ſelf, 
And, oh, I now begin to feel the maim. 
But tis too late, and we muſt no look forwards = a= 
Command our men to ſpread on both the Wings, 
Leſt they encampalsu us with greater numbers: 
The troops we rout ed of Offavins 
Will hardly haye the heart to.rally more. 
= Exeunt. 
Alter they have ſounded a Battel for 
fometime , enter Lucilius and 
another Officer, 
R 2 Luc. 
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Zac. All s loſt! Ambition triumphs over Virtue: 
Mee. Tis not our fault, but Fate oth did we nor 
: cm} 
With fierceneſs fit to fight for ali the world: 2 
Firſt all our darts we flung away deſpis'd , 
Uncertain weapons of remoter war , 
Andruſh'd on nearer with the ſurer word; : 
As if each common ſotdicr were a Brutus : 
Rome at their hearts, and glory in their minds. 
Tuc. But what is valour, when ſo over match'd, 
By elder Troops, and much ſuperior numbers? 
Vet no one yielded, while ten thouſand dy'd ; 
Each' call'd for death as faſt as e er he fell, 
And till by il-tirh'd pity was tefuſed. 
We only fought to dye, and they to ſave us: 
Which Brutus then perceiving, left the field , 
And fled not from their tury , but their mercy. 
Enter Ventidius with 4 Company. 
of Sollliers. 
Fen. Purſue them cloſe, and on your lives ſpars 
Brutus. 
* Stop then your chaſe} and lead we to As. 
tonius. 
I might have 'ſca p'd, but Sirius ſcornsto fly. 
Sold, Heis taken , he's taken, 
: (They give a great ſhout , and carry 
8 7 out Lucilius whom they ſuppoſe 
Finn 16 be Brutus. 
| Exeunt Omnes. 
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Pe 
S GENE 


Enter Brutus and Titinius With /oms 
Officers. 


BRouUTVU s. 


\ 45 worthy few, who with unuſual faith 
Quit not a friend whom Fortune has forſaken; 


Reſt your tir'd bodies on this bank a while : 
Where like a ſhipwreck'd Merchant I appear 
Gath'ring the dear remains of my Joſt fortunes. 
Offic. Oh, who can judge the Councils of the 
| Gods 5 ; 


[ They all ſit down, 
Behold the beſt of men is made a prey 
To boundleſs wildneſs, and unjuſt ambition. 
Brut. That wild ambition but too often proſpers: 
Vet ſure the Gods know better far than we, | 
Hop to diſpoſe the ruling of mankind. 
If they will have, (which yet ſeems wondtous ſtrange | 
Injuſtice to ſucceed, and virtue ſuffer; 
5 Ourpartis only to ſubmit with reverence. 
: Tistime, tis time that Rome ſhould be at reſt. 
1.0/5. Not for the world. (He wiſpers each of theni 
2. Offic. The mighty Gods forbid ! | 
3. Offic. May my hand wither firſt! 
b. Ofc, What did he whiſper ? 


"M3 _ 


id 
5 
** 
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F offi He earneſtly intreated me to kill him. h 
. Offs. He mond the ſame to me. A 
* Fiz. How is that noble ſoul o'erwhelm'd with 
| anguiſh, 
Not for his own , but for his Country ruin! 
Brut. Romans, for ſhame ſhew not ſuch childiſh pity, 
Think you I am fo fond of painfull life, | 
| [ He riſes haſtily. 
That my faint hand ſhould tremble at my cure: 
Why then refuſe to do this laſt good office, 
Which !, for want of friends muſt do my ſelf. 
Nag, if my life could yet but ſerve my Country 
Tho' rack d withgriefs, the very hopes of that, 
Would like ſtrong cordials, force me to endure it. 
But lawleſs Empire rules! what then remains 
But yeah or worſe than death , igngble bondage? 
Which if my ſoul can ne r fubmit to bear, 
Pardon, good Heav'n, my not enduring life, 
On ſuch a hard condition! - Sacred Virtue: 
Thou Deity that all the good adore ! 
Why haſt thou caſt me off, and giv'n ſucceſs 


To thy own foes, and mine? Itollow'd thee . 
Ev'n through the blood of Cæſar, whom Ilov'd 1 
And who lov'd me; ye Pow'ers immortal know. 5 
With what a heavy heart and troubled mind, | 
Thelp'd my Country by ſo harſha means: H 


But 1 moſt gladly make thee this amends | | 
I | Carſar's ghoſt appears and vainſbes 
-Oþ ons” Ceſar! Therefore reſt appeas d; 
I did not kill tec ait ſo willingly. 55 
; | (Kills bimſelf. ; 
Enter Antony , Dolabella „ Ventidins , &c- 
Anti. 


MARCUS BRUTUS. 8 


i Ant. The blow is giv'n, and we are come too late 
A great ſhout of ſaldiers bringing in 
Lucilius. 
Sold. Rewards , and trium ph ! we have brought 
you Brutus. | 
Luc. No, Antony: the Gods forbid that Brutus 
Should ever be a pris'ner ! by aſſuming 
His name, I here have ſtopp'd their hot purſuit. 
Ant. This is not Brutus, but a worthy prize: 
For ye have brought a friend, and nota foe. 
Youth, I admire thy virtue; be to me, 
As thou haſt been to him who now lies there. 
| Lucilius ftarts , ſees the body of 
| Brutus and kneels down by it. 
Oh Brutus, Tam robb'd ofhalf my triumph: 
To thy moſt gen'rous ſoul l ow'd my life, 
And fain I would have taken kind revenge; 
For, tis a debt, lies heavy on me now. 
Riſe, n Roman, do not mourn in vain. 
( Lucilius riſes. 
Luc. Yield, allye Heroes of immortal name, 
Whoſe ſhining miſchiefs only raiſe your fame. 
If publick virtue well be under ſtood, 
Here lies the greateſt man that e er was good. 
Dola. Vet the juſt Gods a righteous judgment fend; 
Heloyv'd his Country; but he kill dhis Friend. 
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